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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS COMEDY was finiſhed by 
Mr. GAY, and intended for the 
Stage before his Death; when it was 
left with his other Papers to the Care 
of his Noble Friend and Patron the 
Dux of QueensBuRY: His Grace 
has accordingly permitted it to the Preſs, 
and it is here printed from the Original 
in the Author's own Hand-writing. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E. : N. 
Sir Thomas Willit, 
Lord Courtlove, 
Pert, 
Forward, 
Flutter, 
I Tenchwell, 


Humphrey, 
| Fibbeg, 
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Lady Willit, 

| Uaqh Frankair, 

Miß Sprightly, 
Miß Friendleſs, 
Fetch, 
Lady Rampant, 
Mrs. Buxom, 
Mrs, Clackit. 
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DISTRESS'D WIFE. 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Sir THOMAS WIII Ir, Mr. BAR TER. 


H did you bring her to Town 
at all? Why did not you pack 
her off into the Country three 
532%) Months ago? 
Sir Tho. But to fall upon the Sex in ſo ſevere 
a Manner looks like Pique. You old Batchelors 
ſhould not judge of all Women by thoſe you 
have convers'd with, | 
Bart. Had I been ever married, Nephew, you 
might have ſuſpected me of Pique and Prejudice. 
Conſider too, that a Looker- on very often ſees the- 
Overſights of thoſe that are engag'd in the Game; 
and of all Mankind, according to my Obſervations, 
a Huſband ſees the leaſt of what his Wife 1s a doing. 
Sir Tho. But there may be Exceptions, Sir. 
| Bart. 


| band*s Caſe. A Wife hat 
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Bart. I tell you, _— tis every Huſ- 

a thouſand Ways of 
blinding you. — (Not to mention Lying) What 
think you of Flattery, Fondneſs, and Tears? Thoſe 
are Hood - winks that Wives have ready upon every 
Occaſion. | ID 2 
Sir Tho. Perhaps I have not the ſtrongeſt Rea- 
ſons to be an Advocate for Matrimony ; yet, for 
our own Sakes, we ſhould conceal our Wives In- 
firmities ; for, if Family Diſputes were to be made 
publick, of all States, the State of Matrimony muſt 
be the moſt ridiculous. — I grant you, Sir, I 
have been very credulous ; and that ſhe hath teaz'd 
and flatter'd me too into Ambition; and I did 
believe ſome great Relations of hers were to pro- 
cure me an Employment, ſo that I muſt take Part 
of the Folly of bringing her to Town upon my- 


ſelf. 
Bart, And had you not a more profitable Em- 


ployment, than they could give you, in looking af- 
ter your own Affairs in the Country? —— Em- 
ployments and Titles ate the Shadows that you 
Country Gentlemen catch at, and Knaves run a- 
way with your Subſtance. Beſides, Nephew, you 
are whimſical, and have Opinions of your own. 
Then too, you have a perverſe uncourtly Man- 
ner of ſpeaking your Mind. Never think of an 
Employment without implicit political Faith, and 
the other neceſſary Qualifications. 

Sir Tho. | have given up all Views, and am 
fix d and determin'd for the Country..— Such 
another Year's Expence would irretrievably ruin me. 

Bart. A Man with ſuch a Wife is never fix'd, is 
never determin'd ; he 1s the Weather-cock, and 
the the Wind that blows it. Give me leave to 
doubt your Reſolutions, for I can believe No-body 
in the Family but your Wife, becauſe ſhe knows 


what ſhe will do. 


2 | Sir | 
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. Sir Tho. Nay, Sir, you may believe me ; for 
Debts, Duns, and Neceſſity, have ty'd me down 
to be ſo un-huſband-like as to mate my Wife do 
a reaſonable Thing. A 

Bart. But when ſhe (with Fondneſs and Tears) 
aſſures you, that Matters are juſt upon a Criſis, 
that a good Employment will ſoon ſet all Affairs 
to rights; you muſt be convinc'd ſhe hath your In- 
tereſt at heart, and you cannot in Gratitude refuſe 
to accept of her good Offices in Town for a 
Month or two longer. 18 29-/h 
Sir Tho, Spare me, Sir; for I know and own 
my Weakneſs in being led into this fooliſh Scheme. 

Bart. But are you ſure that you can be ſo un- 
complaiſant, as to throw a Lady into a Condition of 
Life that ſhe is utterly unfit for? For you muſt have 
experienc'd ſhe hath all the ſuitable Extravagance 
becoming a Court-Lady.——Nay, you too (with- 
dut an Employment) have ſhow'd yourſelf qualify'd 
for one, by running into Luxuries you could not 
ſupport—— Does ſhe game as deep as ever? 

Sir Tho. You know ſhe does. 
Bart. And can you be fo unreaſonable as to put 
her out of the Way of . ſo innocent an Amuſement? 

Sir The. Why will you aggravate Matters? I 
am but too ſenſible of 'em already. gut it is 
neceſſary to pay Tradeſmen's Bills upon leaving the 
Town, and my Steward hath been ſo ſlack in his 
Remittances, that I ſhall be obliged to take up an- 
other Thouſand. 0p 
Bart. To enable your Wife to play with a freer 
Spirit. ; 

2 Tho. The Moment I have ſatisfied my Credi- 

tors, I will remove her from the Temptation; and 
nothing ſhe can ſay ſhall make me alter my Opinion. 

Bart. Upon that Condition, I will find a Friend, 
ho ſhall furniſh you with the Sum; for your own, 


and her Extravagancies, have drain'd me of all my 
B Ready 


\ 
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Ready Money ?—But is your Wife prepar'd for 
this terrible Change? | 
Sir Tho, If you mean, that ſhe is convinc'd, that 
ſhe hath conſented to live in a regular Way (a 
Way that almoſt every Woman deteſts and de- 
ſpiſes) that is a Queſtion I ſhall never aſk her. 
Though ſhe is obſtinate, I am as peremptory ; ſo, 
without diſputing a Point I know ſhe never will 
give up, the Authority of a Huſband ſhall prevent 
all her Objections. We ſhall have Time enough 
for a Reconciliation when we are ſettled in the 
Country. | | 
Bart. Since I find you have got the Uſe of 
your Reaſon again, I ſhall take the Privilege of 
I f a Friend, and tell you, it was high Time, upon 
| every Account, to do as you have determined. — 
| Your Character, as well as Fortune, ſuffers. 
0 Sir Tho. I beg you to explain yourſelf. 
| | Bart. Is there not a Bargain and Sale on foot 
| of your Neice Sprightly, to that formal Pedant in 
Politicks, Lord Courtlove 2 The whole Town looks 
| upon that Treaty of Marriage (as you call it) in 
no other Light. © | 
Sir Tho. She is a Relation of my Wife, and ' tis 
an Affair that I have never meddled with. | 
Bart. How can the Thing poſſibly have any o- 
ther Appearance? What are your Pretenſions 
to an Employment? What were you to give 
1 for it? I know the common Way of dealing 
| hath been, for ſo much Honour, or ſo much Con- 
ll ſcience ; but there have been thoſe too, who have 
dealt for Wives, Daughters and Neices. In 
ſhort, no Place is to be had without a valuable Con- 
fideration ſome way or another, 
Sir Tho, I know there have been Propoſals from 
Lord Courtlove; but what is that to me? 
Bart. The World (in Things of this Nature) 
will ſuppoſe a Man and his Wife agreed, * 
f 25 | | they 
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they know Ten Thouſand Inſtances to the contra- 
— Tis impoſſible for us to diſtinguiſh to whom 
the Folly or Indiſcretion properly belongs, with that 
Exactneſs you can do between yourſelves; ſo that 
your Wife's Conduct, in this Particular, muſt re- 
fle& upon you. 
Sir Tho, That old Beau is an arrant Aſſembly- 
haunter, 
Bart. But this is a ſerious Affair. | 
Sir Tho, Not a young Girl of any Conſequence 
can appear, but he is her profeſs'd Follower; and 
they all coquet it with him only to turn him into 
Ridicule. 
Bart. That is not the Caſe here. Indeed, Ne- 
— your Wife's Behaviour is N ſean. 
alous. 


8 C ENE U. 
Sie Thomas Willit, Barter, Lach Willie 


La. Will. How can you be ſo provoking, Sir 
Thomas ? Was.there no Place in the Houſe to bring 
your Company into but my Dreſſing-room ?— 
Mr. Barter, your Servant. After all, this is in- 
__ that one can never have a Room to one's 
ſe] | 

Sir Tho, My Uncle, Madam, was defirous” of 
paying his Reſpects to you. 

La. Will. And why had not you brought ban to 
my Bed - ſide? 

Bart. If your Ladyſhip i is out of Humour. 

Going. 
La. Will. Pardon me, Mr. Barter; » I was not 
ſpeaking to you. But you muſt allow that (not- 
withſtanding the Privileges of a Huſband) a Wife 
ought to be treated with common good Manners.— 
Thar S all, 


B 2 Sir 


= 


« Viſit as very obliging. 
of Bed! 
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Sir Tho. Your Objections then, Madam, are to 
me, it ſeems. 

La. Will. Bleſs me, how can any Creature alive be 
ſo captious ? I vow, Mr. Barter, I look upon your 
—- But when one is juſt out 
You might have been ſo civil, me- 
thinks, to have ſent up to know if one ſaw Com- 
pany or no. 

Sir Tho. Nay, prithee, Child, don't make your- 
ſelf ridiculous. How can you put yourſelf out of 
Humour for ſuch Trifles? I have ſent for my Un- 
cle to adviſe with him about ſettling my Affairs up- 
on our leaving the Town. 

La. Will. How ſhould he be Judge of our Affairs? 

Sir Tho, Iam Judge of em, Madam, ——1 wiſh 
you were ſo too. 

La. Will. 1 wiſh ſome People would not be fo 
over-fond of their own Opinions ——*Tis aſtoniſh- 
ing a Man can have ſo perverſe a Conduct, as to 
make 1t impoſlible for one to ſerve him. 

Sir Wo. What do you mean, Madam? 

, Ta. Will. To ſpeak plainer then, you are not a 
Judge of your own Affairs. Sure you will allow 
me to know what I am doing. 

Sir Tho. Then I muſt ſpeak plainer too, Madam, 
and acquaint you, that my Circumſtances oblige me 
to put an End to your Negotiations, and that my 
Reſolutions are taken to retrieve, to look after and 
ſupport the Eſtate I was born too. The wild- 
gooſe Chaſe is over, ——Let the Neceſſitous and Sy- 
cophants haunt Levees, and ſeek to ſpunge upon the 
Publick ; *tis a Purſuit beneath a free-born Country 
Gentleman, So, Madam, I will not be the Occa- 
ſion of one Lie more, either from you or your 
Friends, for I here cancel all Court-promiſes ; and 
frankly own, that I am aſhamed of the Part you 
have made me act. | 
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Lu. Will. I beg you, Sir Thomas, don't ſpeak fo 
diſagreeably loud. My Head akes, and you worry 
one to Death. 
- — Tho. Have you call'd in all your Tradeſmen's 
ills? 

La. Will. One would think you had found thoſe 
Creatures forward and impertinent enough without 
my Encouragement. 

Sir Tho, But theſe are Things, Child, that muſt 
be ſettled. | 5 

La. Will. Always upon this Topic! A Man with 
theſe vulgar Scruples about him is his own eternal 
Dun. Was there ever a Man, who grew to be of 
any Conſequence, who did not run out ? —Would 
you have Credit, and not make uſe of it? Na 
Mr. Barter, is not this narrow way of thinking pro 
voking ? 

Bart. You would not, Madam, condeſcend to 
appeal to a Merchant upon this Subject. 
live on in the humdrum way of Honeſty and Re 
larity : We think, we act differently from People a 
your End of the Town; and as it never yet was 
known, can it now be expected, that Courtiers ſhould 
ever ſtoop to regulate their Conduct by ours? As 
I am no Judge, you muſt excuſe me from givin 
my Opinion. | 

La. Will. I wiſh you had never given your Opi- 
nion to ſomebody elſe; for my Huſband 1s never fo 
unreaſonable as after he hath converſed with you.— 
Would your Wiſdom adviſe him now, out of Ca- 
price, to abandon a very conſiderable Thing, that is 
ready for his Acceptance ? | 

Sir Tho. You know my Reſolution, and I adviſe 
you to prepare for it. 5 

La. Will. And do you really think this Language 
is even becoming a Huſband ? — For Heaven's 
Sake have done. Lou know I am out of order, 
x B 3 and. 


% 
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and Company kills me; ſo that! muſt beg to be 
excuſed. A Brute 


SCENE III. 
Sir Thomas Willit, Barter. 


Bart. I nevet enter into a Diſpute with a Wo- 
man; for every Reaſon againſt her, only ſerves to 
0 make her the more obſtinate in her own Opinion. 

j | Enter Fibber. 
Bob. Lord Conrtlove, Sir, 5 [Exit 


ieee n 
Sy), Thomas Willit, Barter, Tord Courtlove. 


| Ld. Court. The Buſineſs of the Day will make 
| the Levee ſooner than uſual this Morning: If you 
will give me Leave, Sir Thomas, I will have the 
Honour of waiting upon you. hope I do not 
break in upon Buſinefs. — Pray, who is this Gen- 
tleman? May one talk before him: Lou will par- 
don my Caution. - 

Sir Tho. My Uncle, my Lord. 

Ld. Court. Mr. Barter, your moſt obedient Ser- 
vant. — The Honour of being known to you is 
'what I have been long ſoliciting. — Are we to 
have the Favour of your Company ? — Shall I have 
the Honour of preſenting you ? | 

Bart. To whom, and where, my Lord ? 

Ld. Court. Sir Thomas and I are going together 
to the Levee. 

Bart. My Nephew may do what he pleaſes; I 
have neither Buſineſs, nor any Thing toaſk ; and I 

_ would not make my ſelf ſeem a Dependent, to ſwell 
any Great Man's Vanity in Chriſtendom. 

Ld. Court. I beg your Pardon, Sir. You Mer- 


chants haye your own Ways of Thinking— 
5 7... - _ 


* 
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Bart. And of Speaking and Acting too. But 
you know, my Lord, we are a particular Race of 
People. , 

Ld. Court, Pray, Sir Thomas, hath Mr. Barter 
been diſobliged ? — I think it would not be prudent 
to talk upon your Affair before him. | 

Sir The. My Uncle is perfectly well acquainted 
with every Step I am taking, and I beg you to give 
him no Suſpicions of me. 

Ld. Court. Believe me, Sir Thojnas, you have 
not a common Promiſe; I would not have your 
Impaticnce ſhe you look upon it as ſuch. — Your 
want of Confidence of late, I know, hath given ſome 
unjuſt Jealouſies, but all thoſe may be got over.— 
And will you juſt now, by any little Omiſſions, make 
your Affair impracticable? — You are ſenſible 
all my ſmall Intereſt is engag'd to ſerve you: I have 
made a Point of it, and the Thing ſhall be done. 

Sir Tho. And ſo you have anſwer'd for my At- 
tendance this Morning. l have Buſineſs, my Lord. 

LA. Court. At this particular Time, Sir, I know - 
your abſenting yourſelf muſt be taken Notice of; 
and it would not eaſily be forgiven. —My Zeal, 
Sir, for your Intereſt, was the Occaſion of this Viſit, 

Sir Tho. Is Attendance and Homage then ex- 
pected from me as a Duty? — Am I number'd a- 
mong the proſtitute Hirelings of Power ?— I hope 
my Behaviour hath not made me appear to the 
World in the contemptible Light I do to you and 
your Friends. *Tis high Time, my Lord, that 
my Conduct ſhould rectify your Miſtake. 

LA. Court. Without your further appearing in it, 
Sir Thomas, I fay the Thing ſhall be done. But 
at preſent I wave the Diſcourſe. — You muſt par- 
don me, Sir, if Tam ſomewhat ſolicitous about my 
own Succeſs. Am I to be happy with Miſs Spright- 
ly Did ſhe liſten to the lait Propoſals I made to 


Lady Willit ? 
B 4 Sin 


— — - — 
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Sir Thos, The Girl never aſk'd my Advice; but 
if your Lordſhip aſks it, I own I think the Inequa- 
lity of your Age makes the Thing ridiculous. 

' £4. Court. The Alliance, the Fortune I hope is 
unexceptionable. 

Sir Tho, Tis not, my Lord, that I think your 
Applications deſperate; for Daughters, as well as 
Fathers and Mothers, ſet their Hearts on nothing 
but Title and Fortune. As to Love, daily Exam- 
ples ſhew you, they ſeldom wholly rely upon a 
Huſbang. 

Ld. Court. We are upon no Secret, Mr. Barter. 
—You cannot be a Stranger to my Treaty of Mar- 
riage with Miſs Sprightly. 

Bart. If the Girl was not ſo great a Fortune, 
methinks your Lordſhip's Love would appear n 
what more diſintereſted. 

Sir Tho. I have quitted all my Pretenſions to an 
Employment; and did your Lordſhip weigh the At- 
fair rightly, you would give up yours to a Wife. 
An Employment frequently runs you into every 
faſhionable Extravagance, Luxury and Debt: Does 
not a Wife do the ſame? — An Employment in- 
fluences your Words and Actions, even againſt 
Reafon and common Senſe : A Wite hath done, 
and can do the ſame.—As I am reſolved to do one 
reaſonable Thing myſelf, I adviſe your Lordſhip 
to do another, —Keep your Reaſon, keep your 
Liberty, and think no more of my Neice. 

La. Court. She ſeems to wait only for your Ap- 


| probation. 


Sir Tho. Excuſe me, my Lord. If I know 
her; ſhe is not to be influenc'd, but by her own In- 
clinations: What thoſe are I could never find out ; 
perhaps they may be at preſent to a Title ; after 
you have her, they may be to ſomething elſe. | 
Were it in my Power, I would not do your Lord- 
ſhip ſo ill an Office. 

£4 
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Ld. Court. I truſt my ſelf to your Friendſhip.— 
I am ſorry I cannot have the Honour of your Com- 
pany where I am going; when I return to pay my 
Reſpects to the Ladies, I hope to bring you Proofs 
that my Friendſhip was not merely Profeſſion. 


SCENE V. 
Sir Thomas Willit, Barter. 


Bart. 1 find you have the Uſe of your Reaſon 
when your Wife is not by ; conſider yourſelf as a 
Man, and conſider her as a Woman, . and you 
may have it then too. You were born to 
Freedom, and would you ſeek to make yourſelf 
a Slave? You were born to Fortune, and would 
you ſtoop to make yourſelf a Beggar? For of all 
Beggars, I look upon a Miniſter's Follower to be 
the meaneſt. 

Sir Tho. I have ſtill, Sir, ſo much of the Spirit 
of a true Briton, that I deſpiſe myſelf for the Steps 
I have been led into. — *Tis true, I am one Fleſh 
with my Wife, but my Mind is my own; and you 
ſhall ſoon be convinc'd, that I have ſo reaſonable a 
Regard for her, that my own Honour ſhall govern 
me, and not her capricious Paſſions. 

Bart. That you may not be diſappointed of the 
Sum upon this Emergency, it ſhall be my imme- 
diate Buſineſs to find out a Perſon to ſupply you. 
I'll be with you again an Hour or two before Dinner. 
Sir Tho, I ſhall ever own the Obligation, and 
you will ſoon have the Pleaſure to ſee that your 
good Othces: were not thrown away. 


SCENE 
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S$SCENE VI. 


Sir Thomas Willit, Humphrey. 


g The. Well, do what want you! ) 

Humph. My Lady, Sir, hath order'd me to call 
upon the Wine-Merchant for fix Dozen more of 
Champaigne, Now the Caſe is, Mr. Bottler won't 
deliver a Drop more without Ready Money, —— 
Alack-a-day, Sir! Things are hugely alter'd from 
what they were in old Sir Thomas's Time. — But 
Servants muſt ſee all and ſay nothing, 

Sir Tho. *Tis no matter, Humpbrey.— Lou may 
tell my Wife, that I gave you Orders to cm 
trary | 

Hamed, Well.—It is no wonder that your * 
Folk live ſo Great, when they pay for nothing. 
Now to my thinking, to ſquander more than 3 
Man hath, is not ſo reputable a | hing as your Peo- 
= of Quality ſeem to think. Why now, an't 
ike your Honour, there's your Taylor uſes you 
like a Dog. My Lady too, methinks, had better 
play leſs and pay better. —But Servants, they ſay, 
muſt ſee and ſay nothing. What, though it be 
the Faſhion, to my thinking, there 1s no ſuch mighty 
matter of Greatneſs in being bubbled by Knaves, 
and ſpunging upon Induſtry.— Now, for my Part, 
I can't find out where would be the leſſening of a 
Great Man, though he ſhould pay his Debts. —— 
Great Folk have great Privileges, that's certain— 
But, troth, I think tis &*en as creditable to be Juſt 
and Honeſt. 

Sir Tho. I thank thee, Humphrey, for thy blunt 
Reproof. I feel the Shame of being in Debt. — 
*T is a Life of Dependance, and beneath a Man of 


Honour. 
Humph. 
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Humph. And they tell me too} that Matters are 


going at a wild Rate in the Country yonder. Hath 
your Honour ſpoke with your Tenant Jobn Trench- 


well, who came to Town laſt Night? — But here 


he is himſelf, and he can better inform your Ho- 
nour. — He would very fain have ſeen your Ho- 
nour as ſoon as he came to Town, 


SCENE VII. 
Sir Thomas Willit, Humphrey, Trenchwell. 


Sir Tbo. Farmer Trenchwell, I am glad to ſee 
you. Pray, what Buſineſs brought you to Town? 
Trench. My Buſineſs, Sir Thomas, is merely up- 
on your Account, As I have always found you a 
kind Landlord, I thought it my Duty to ſerve you 
to the beſt of my Power. NS 
Sir Tho, What is that Paper in your Hand? 
Hath a Life dropp'd, and do you want to renew ? 


CAa- 


Trench. That you might not look upon it as a 


private ap of mine, you will find there the Hands 
of moſt of your creditable Tenants, — Survey, Sir, 
hath abuſed you. 
Humph. Open his Eyes, Maſter Trenchwell. Be 
a Rogue never ſo Rich and Great, *tis the Part of 
an Honeſt Man to detect him. —— Fear him not, 
Farmer Tranchwell. A Knave, before he is found 
out, is proud and inſolent; but after he is found out, 
he is the meaneſt of Cowards.—Speak out; ſpeak 
lain, *Tis what every Servant of the Family hath 
bow thought of him. - 
Sir Tho. *Tis a Remonſtrance I ſee againſt Sur- 
vey, my Steward. | 
Trench. He never had any Thing to tranſa& 
with any one Tenant, but he had a private Jobb 
of his own. ——— By what Means, think you, 
a hath 
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hath he purchaſed all thoſe fine Tenements round 
you ? Only give your Tenants a Hearing, : 
and you will not want Proofs. 

Sir Tho, I always took Survey to be an honeſt 


F ellow. 


Trench. And do you think ſo ſtill? 

Sir Tho. I don't know what to think. 

Trench. Read on. — Only ſee how he hath ated 
fince he was left to himſelf. 

Humph. Well ſaid, teach him to know a Rogue 
from an honeſt Man. Tis a Leſſon that Country 
Gentlemen almoſt always pay for learning. — Now 
he doesnot care to find him out, becauſe it will give 
him the Trouble of looking into his own Affairs. 
— Then too, none of your high-born Gentlemen 
ever care to own they have been impoſed upon. 

Sir Tho. The Facts charg'd againſt him are very 
ſtrong. 

7. rewch. And very true. 

Sir Tho, I have been very kind to the Fellow. 

Trench, Knavery, Sir Thomas, is not confin'd to 
London. We are not ſo ignorant of the Way of 
the World.. Pray, how think you Stewards get 
richer than their Maſters? — Ah, dear Sir — they 
know how to make the moſt of a Place too, 


SCENE VIII. 


Sir Thomas Willit, Trenchwell, Humphrey, 
Lady Willit. 


La. Will. How can you have your Creatures in 
one's Dreſſing- Room? — You know I want to 
dreſs. — What Buſineſs have you here? — Did not 
I order you to go to the Wine-Merchant ? 

Sir Tho, I ſhall give Direction about it, Child. 
—Here's my honeſt — Trenchwell, hath 

brought 
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brought me a moſt flagrant Information againſt 
Survey. | 

La. Vill. A Gentleman would have a fine Time 
on't to be influenc'd by a few diſcontented Pea- 
ſants. £ 
Sir Tho. But the Thing, Madam, muſt be en- 
quired into, 

La. Will. How can any Creature be ſo dull, fo 
unentertaining, to be always pothering over his 
own Affairs! Can you be ſo unlike a Gentleman, to 
think your Father left you an Eſtate to look af- 
ter it? What are Stewards for? 

Sir Tho, To look after Fools Eſtates, till they 
leave em nothing to look After. 

La. Will. Short and pithy, — But why am 
I to be worried ? I am not your Steward; 
am I ? —— Do you know that I am to have Com- 
pany to Breakfaſt ? Fetch, get my Things 
ready to dreſs this Inſtant. | 

[Calls at the Door. 


Sir Tho. Since the Company and Diſcourſe are 
diſagreeable to you, we'll talk farther upon this At- 
fair below. 

La. Will. What is the Wench ſtupid ? —— 
Fetch, — No — let the diſagreeable Crew be gone 
firſt, — And let me know when every thing 1s 


ready. | 


SCENE IX. 


Sir Thomas Willit, Trenchwell, Humphrey, 


Sir Tho. Where ſhall one look for Honeſty ? — 
Who hath it? —— Or of what Uſe is it to the 
Owner ? —— *Tis a Reſtraint upon a Man's For- 
tune; *tis a Curb upon Opportunity, and makes 
either a publick or private Truſt worth nothing. 


—— What's 


\ 
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What's its Reward ! — Poverty. — Is it a- 
mong the Rich? No. For it never keeps Com- 
pany with Avarice, Luxury and Extravagance. — 
Is it among the Vulgar? No. For they act by Imi- 
tation. — Who can one truſt? — If I truſt 
my Servant, I tempt him, — If I truſt my Friend, 
I loſe him, — If I truſt my Wife, for the Quiet of 
the Family, ſhe looks upon it as her Duty to de- 
ceive me. | 


*Trs then ourſelves who, by mp! icit Truſt, 
Tempt Servants, Friends and Wives to be Unjuft. 


* 


ACT 
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ACT u. SCENE I. 
Loa Willit, Fetch. 


Lady Willie fitting ather Toilet. 

Lach Vill. DLESS me Ho can any Mor- 
| tal be ſo awkward! [Fetch combing 
ber Hair.]——Dofſt think I have no Feeling? 
Aml tobeflea'd alive: GO. begone. [going.] 
Come hither. {returning.]J—— Who do you think 
is to dreſs me ?——Tell 'em PI! have the Tea- 
kettle ready this Inſtant. [going] — Is the Wench 
diſtrated ?-—What, am I to ſit all Day long 
with my Hair about my Ears like a Mermaid? [re- 
turning. — Now Ill be ſworn fort, thou haſt not 
ſpoke for the Tea-water all this while, though I or- 
der'd it an Hour ago. | 

Fetch. Not by me, Madam. 

La. Will. So you tell me I lye——thart's all. ge- 
ing. What is the blundering Fool a doing? 
Am I to be dreſs'd to Day or no? returning! 
Bid the Porter bring me up the Book of Viſits —— 
Why don't you go? [going]! —— Muſt I bid you 
do the ſame Thinga thouſand Times over and over 
again? I am to have no Breakfaſt to Day, that 
I find you are determin'd upon. [tops at the Door. 

Fetch. Your Ladyſhip bid me call the Porter. 

La. Will. And where is he? Thou haſt not 
done any one Thing that I have order'd thee all this 
day. [going.] —— Bring me the Lavender-drops. 
[returning] —— No, I won't have any now —— 

you 
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ou know I hate em —— One would think the 
Wench had learn'd from her Maſter, and that I 
was born to be contradicted. The Viſiting-book; 
I ſuppoſe, is to be a Secret; and Iam the laſt of the 
Family who is to be truſted with it. —— Go, get 
you out of my Sight, provoking Slut. [tops at 


the Door.] 
Fetch. Your Ladyſhip hares one ſo—ſo—ſo, that 


you will not give one Ti—ti—me— to do a hun- 
dred Things at once. 

La. Will. Don't ſtand there a pouting and blub- 
bering.—lIs the Creature grown a Changeling ?—— 
Fetch, Fetch, Fetch, ——come hither, I ſay. [raiſes 
her Voice every Time ſhe calls] —— Well, Ma- 
dam, now I ſpeakto you calmly. [Fetch reterns.]— 
Will you be ſo obliging as to deſire the Porter to 
bring me the Book of Viſits, as ſoon as he and you 
ſhall think convenient. [going But firſt (d'ye 
hear me?) returns. ] bring me the Cellar yonder. 
[brings the Box] —— What am I to drink out 
of ?——A Tea-cup, Fool. 

Fetch, T hope your Ladyſhip is well. [brings the 
Tea-cup.] + 

La. Mill. Thou art ſo intolerably ſtupid, there's 
no enduring thee. l have rav'd myſelf into the 
Spleen, ——hold, hold. | pours ſome Cordial Water 
into the Tea-cup.] 

Fetch. What ſignifies that Drop or two ? 
indeed, Madam, your Ladyſhip ſhould — a lit- 
tle more. 

La. Will. There, there; enough. One would 
think, Girl, thou hadſt a Mind to fuddle me. 
ldrinta ]——So, then you won't take it away ar 
gain What art thou pothering about? 
Feich, how long is it ſince we came to Town? 
ee The four Months, Madam, are out this 

eek. | 


14. 
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La. Will. Well ; methinks, it is but a Day, an 
Hour, a Minute. am determin'd he ſhall not 
have his Will in ev'ry thing. —— I am not to be 
dangled about whenever and wherever his odious 


Buſineſs calls him. —— Well. —— And where's the 
Porter ? : | 


SCENE I. 
Lady Willit, ren.! 


La. Will. Sure, nothing can be more ſhocking 
than knowing the Day of one's Death, except 
knowing the Day one is to be buried in the 
Country! There to be ſtuck, and to have a new Suit 
every Spring like a Tree, for the Benefit of the 
Birds of the Air and the Beaſts of the Field; to 
be gaz'd at every Sunday at Church by Ploughmen 
and their Cubs, and draw the Envy of their Wives 
and Daughters ! Ng 


SCENE III. 
Lady Willit, Fetch, Fibber: 


La. Will. Thou wilt always be a blundering Fel- 
low, Fibber. [ fits down.] Give me the Book 
then. | ſnatches the Book out of his Hand and looks on 
it every now and then. Wilt thou never learn 
to know any Body? Every Creature is let in you 
ſhould keep out, and I am deny'd to every Body 
you ſhould let in. I am not at home this Morn- 
ing——d'ye hear me? I mean to no Odd- bo- 
dy; to no Formals ——PIl ſee No- body what- 
ever. To me Viſits 2 now as trouhleſome as to 

2 
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a Man under Sentence.—Hath your Maſter, Fibber, 

given any Orders about going into the Country? 
Fib. The Servants, Madam, talk of this Week. 
La. Will. Servants will always be talking imper- 

tinently.——T deſire I may have no more of your 


Blunders. —— You may go. [going] But ſtay ; 
[returns.] You know I always am at home to Mr. 
Pert. [ going. ]-— Now, Fetch, pray tell me ſin- 
cerely ; who do you think the prettieſt Fellow of all 
my Viſitors ? ——Fibber.—— Call him back, and 
bid him wait without. [Fetch goes out and 


returns.] 


SCENE IV. 
Lady Willit, Fetch. 


La. Will. Well, — Why don't you anſwer me? 

riſe 

Fetch. Dear Madam! 

La. Will. Nay, Fetch, you ſhall tell me. 

Fetch, Why, Madam, I own, (if I mult ſpeak 
Truth) I think Mr. Pert is a charming Man. 

La. Vill. Now, Fetch, you ſay that to flatter me. 

Fetch. Sure no Creature alive was ever half ſo 
entertaining.,——*Tis a pity he is ſo given to whiſ- 

 — 
La. Mill. After all, a Woman, as well as a Mi- 
niſter, would loſe half her Importance without her 
Whiſperers.— They give one an Air of Conſe- 
quence at an Aſſembly.—— I know the Women 
hate me for it, for it makes the Men appear too 
particular. 

Fetch, Now] love a Man that ſpeaks out. 

La. Will. Well, ——And what's the Uſe of 2 
Whiſper k—The Fault of it, Fetch, is, that it is 
viten too plain, 

Fetch. 
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Fetch. Your Ladyſhip ſhould not betray his 
Whiſpers. | ? | 
La. Will. How dare you? ——lI won't ſuffer you, 
Fetch, to be impertinent. But why is not the 
Porter here? —— Would'ſt thou have me call him? 
Er. Fetch, and returns.] ——For what was it I 
wanted him ?——oh 


SCENE V. 
Lady Willit, Fetch, Fibber. 


La. Will. If Mr. Forward calls, I think — Yes 
Lou may let him in.—But no one living Creature 
beſides. going. Hold —— Where is the ſtupid 
Fellow going? [returns.]J—-—And Lord Courtiove 
too. No —'Tis no matter. But be ſure 
you let me know when he is with Miſs Sprightly. 

Fetch. Your Ladyſhip hath forgot Mr. Flutter. 

La. Will. The Fellow could not be ſuch a Blocks 
head to deny me to him. Lou know he is al- 
ways admitted. 

Aibber. And if Lady Prankair Calls ——_—_ 
La. Will. How canſt thou aſk ſuch a Queſtion! 
Have not I ſent to her twice this Morning ? If ſhe 
is not here in five Minutes, order the Footman to 
go again, Now you know my Commands. 
hut, be ſure you let in no Fuſties. 


SCHERER VE > 
Lady Willi, Fetch. 


La. Will. How happy is that Creature 
Of all the Women in the World I envy Lady 


Frankair, 
C 2 Fetch, 
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Fetch.. Why ſo, Madam ? | 
La. Will. She hath her Will in every thing, be 
it ever ſo unreaſonable. — Then too, fhe hath 


not (like moſt of our fine Ladies) loſt her Repu- 


tation, I ſhould ſay gain'd a Reputation for no- 
thing Beſides, who lives more elegantly ? 
Who dreſſes better? Who hath more Command 
in her Family? Who plays deeper and handſomer? 
Who. hath the Credit of more Intrigues, and 
hath really had em? Half of the Women in 
Town have had nothing but the Vanity of having 
loſt their Reputation. Sure there was a Time, 
when Men and Women had other Pleaſures beſides 
Vanity! — The flirting Fellows now play 
at making Love, as the Children make believe 
Goſſipings and Chriſtenings. But, Lady Frankarr ; 
ſure, ſhe hath more Wit and more real Pleaſure ! 
—— Wou'd I were that very individual Wo- 
man F 


' - Fetch. But they ſay ſhe runs her Huſband in 


Debt moſt monſtroufly. 


La. Will. And would'ſt thou really, Fetch, have 


a Woman deny herſelf the Uſe of her Huſband's 
Fortune? [| fits down.] Thou talkeft fo like my 
Huſband, there's no bearing thee.— ——T have an 
Averſion to any Body that is ſo intolerably wiſe. 
— Why doſt not thou talk to me too of Oeco- 
notny ?—— I am ſurfeited with that hideous 


Word. —-— Don't you know we have Compa- 


ny to Dinner, and that I am to be dreſs'd To-day ? 
— — Nay, prithee, Wench, don't lay violent 


Hands upon me. ——— I won't dreſs yet ——— 


See if the Tea-things ate ready. 
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1 Fibber. 


Fib. Lady Frankair, Madam. | 
La. Will. Why did not you bid her come up, 


Fool? [riſes ] by Fibber. 


SCENE vl. 
Lady Willit, Lady Frankair. 


La. Frank. Sure, Child, you can never be ſo 
tame a domeſtic Animal as to ſubmit to dwell with 
Birds and Beaſts ! The Town was built for ration 
Creatures. Pluck up the Spirit of a Woman 
of Senſe, and be obſtinate. 

L4. Will. How different is the State of Marrt- 
age! To you *tis a Convenience; to me *tis a 
Bridle ; to you *tis Liberty; to me Nin Chains; to 
you *tis a Gallant ; to me tis only a Clog, a Dog in 
the Manger, — a Huſband, 

La. Frank. All this is owing to your too eaſy 
complying Temper. I dare ſay (as if he were an- 
other Man) you now and then ſit with him, con- 
verſe with him, and have been unguarded enough 
to have been convinc'd by him. Now that 
is what I can have no Notion of. Tis ſuch 
as you, Child, that make Huſbands impertinent. 
But, after all, why in theſe violent Ago- 
nies ? The Employment, that I know will 
be offer'd him, muſt keep him in Town, 
My Brother Cour:love tells me the Thing is ſure. 
— But pray, how are he and Miſs Sprightly to- 
gether at preſent ? 

La. Will. Never were two ſuch anaccountable 
Creatures! The Thing may ſeem incredible, 
yet "tis certa'n, the Man abſolutely will not accept 

GY of 
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of an Employment, and the Woman refuſes a Ti- 


tle. ln ſhort, my Dear, there are a thouſand 


diſagreeable Circumſtances, that concur to make my 
Caſe deſperate. 


La. Frank. *Tis not, Child, that he hath any Ob- 


jections to an Employment. *Tis the Expectation, 


*tis the Delay, that hath diſguſted him. A Pro- 
miſe hath diſobliged many a Country-Gentleman; 
but the Employment never fails to reconcile *em 
—— Ho | 

* Will. But there are other Things too. 
Could you imagine him till ſo little acquainted 
with good Breeding as to be jealous ? There 
are Creatures who can never get the better of their 
natural Ruſticity, ——— Beſides, tis evident, I am 
beſet with Spies. He keeps that awkward Couſin 
of his in the Houſe for nothing elſe, who worries 
me with her Company eternally ; and though ſhe 
leads the Life of a Dog, like a Spaniel, ſhe is the 
fonder of me for her ill Uſage, That Girl, I ſuſ- 
pect, hath been a Devil to me. 


L. Frank, I really think her pretty; then too, 


ſhe ſeems a harmleſs, good ſort of a Creature : 
I dare ſwear ſhe is innoffenſive, that is to ſay, un- 
obſerving. | 

La. Will. Hang her, I hate her. a 

La. Frank, But your Buſineſs, my Dear, at pre- 
ſent is to gain Time. You muſt contrive to defer 
the Journey, or you are utterly loſt. 

La. Vill. What muſt be, muſt be. - — *Tis 
merely poſſible the Country may be agreeable to 
Cows and Aſſes; I hate Meadows and Trees. 
The Country Air for Health! ——— ' Tis a Lye. 
———' Tis Plague, Peſtilence and Death. 

La. Frank. Why can't you be fick ? 

La. Will. To have the immediate Sentence of 
Baniſhment by the Preſcription of a Phyſician, 


% 
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La. Frank. But what think you of the Spleen, 
Vapours, Fits? Never fear, Child, the Phy- 


ficians will keep ſuch Patients in Town for their. 


own Sakes.— The Spleen hath weakened ma- 
ny a Huſband's Authority; the Vapours have 
blown up many a Creadful Reſolution ; and by 
. well-tim'd Fits I have known the moſt miſerable 
Slaves of Wives grow to abſolute Dominion, 


Fetch enters; the Tea table brought in.] 
La. Will. Nay, 1 muſt and will try what can be 


done; for I had rather really die in Town than 


live in the Country; though I hate Paradiſe, *cis 


painted ſo monſtrouſly like it. What is Death, but 


leaving the Company one likes? And is not 
one depriy'd of that in the Country? Death is Ob- 
| livion, *tis a State of Forgetfulneſs ; but there we 
live and hear of Pleaſures that we are ever de- 
barr'd from; and where's the Difference of being 
buried in a Church-yard, or an odious Country- 


houſe? A reſtleſs, walking, dead Thing, who is 


ſenſible ſhe is dead and feels herſelf buried! 


[Dey ſit down at the Tea-table.] 
La. Frank. Only gain Time, Child, and you 


muſt gain your Ends. 
La. Will. * Twas the malicious Penny-poſt Letter, 


about me and Mr. Pert, that made him thus en- 


tirely untractable. 1 will get to the Bottom 
of it, I am determin'd. I know the Girl hates 
me.———#etch, go call my Couſin Jenny to me this 


inſtant, 


[They fit down at the Tea-table.] 


C 4 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
Lady Willit, 4 Frankair, Miſs Friend- 
leſs, Fetch. 


La. Will. Heavend ! How like a Mawkin the 
Thing looks! Whence came you now ?—From ſlop- 
ping of Tea to be ſure !—Miſs Sprightly and you are 
always nuzling your Heads together. I will have no 
pouting——don't ſtand biting your Thumbs, but fit 
you down. Now, Jenny, don't deny it; for I 


know thatgiggling Flirt and you are always turning 


the Family into Ridicule that you are oblig'd to. 
Friendl. How can your Ladyſhip think me ſo un- 


a little Conſideration for me before Company. 
La. Frank, Are you for a Cup of Tea, Miſs 


 Friendleſs. 


La. Will. Don't trouble yourſelf, Madam the 
Girl is ſo cramm'd already, that ſhe can't guzzle 
down a Drop more — You, that are an Obſer- 
ver in the Family, without doubt, muſt know all 
Things. Will Lord Courtlove carry his Point 
with Miſs Sprightly ? Now I take ack For- 
ward to be her Favourite. | 

La. Frank. Miſs Friendleſs, your Tea will be cold. 

La. Will. Dear Madam, do you mean to drown 

the Girl? I told you ſhe had breakfaſted already. 
But, Jenny, why don't you anſwer me ? 
Don't be in your Sullens. 
Friendl. She truſts me with none of her Secrets. 
La. Will. How monſtrouſly this Girl will lye! 
—There. [She riſes and turns her round, and 
then ft ts down, Friendleſs remains ſtanding.] Turn a- 
bout and ſhow your- ſelf. ——— Now pray tell 
me, Lady Frankair, is this Creature fit to appear 
in civiliz'd Company? 

Friendl. How can you be ſo inhuman? [ Going. 

La. 


4 
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La. Will. Nay ; you ſhan't ſtir. Now, 
Fenny, let me aſk you one Queſtion, and know 
that I will have an Anſwer. How fright- 
fully the Girl ſtares ! ——— What Letter was that, 
which put Sir Thomas in ſuch inſufferable 11-hu- 
mour Yeſterday ? Come, own it fairly, *T was 
Miſs Sprightly ſet you upon it. That Flirt 
would have a Regiment of Lovers. I have long 
obſerv'd ſhe hath an Eye to Mr. Pert, and ſhe 
thinks I prevent his coquetting it with her. 
Now is not this true, Couſin Fenny ? 

Friend]. Your Ladyſhip ſure is not in cartel 

La. Will. Let me have a direct Anſwer ; 5 
know, I will be ſatisfied. 

Friendl. You may believe me, Madam. 
La. Will. But I won't believe you. The 
Thing ſhall be brought to Light. Now 
will 1 be hang'd if ſhe hath not another Letter in 
her Pocket to carry on the ſame Miſchief, ——— 
Fetch, turn out the Creature's Pocket. I 

know l am your Averſion. 

Friendl. What a Life am I born to! Chamber- 
maids, Kitchen-maids, Scullions are to be envy'd. 
I am tormented, like a Boy's Bird, merely for Di- 
verſion. 

La. Frank. Really, Madam, you are now too ſevere, 
La. Will. Nay, Madam, that is my Buſineſs. 

—— — Fetch, do as I bid you, Huſſy. | 

{riendl. Ah 

La. Will. Why does not the Wench give it me? 
—— What a Luggage is here! Why doſt 
not thou carry a Knap-ſack ? 

Friendl. I beg it of you. 
Ladyſhip expoſe one fo! 

La. Will. What have we here? —— A taw- 
dry Purſe of her own Work. Couldſt thou ima- 
gine this a Thing that cou'd ever be of Uſe in thy 
Pocket Here; take your dirty Trumpery. 
—— The 


How can your 
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The Top of a Tooth-pick Caſe, a Bit 
of Sealing-wax, and a Huſwife. There; 
why don't you take your trolloping Things as I 
give them you ? A Knotting-Needle, a Glaſs Neck- 
lace, and a Mother of Pearl Snuft-box. So, 
now I ſee which way all my Snuff goes. — There 
— pick em up when I bid you. | 

Friendl. Tis not to be borne. ——— I will have 

my Pocket. 

La. Will. You will! How? —— Am 
I to be inſulted thus: Am 7 to be talk'd 
to in this Manner? Tou will! —— Fetch, 
keep the Girl from me till I have done. 
You ſhall find, Madam, that 7 have the Command 
in my own Houſe. —— You grow ſo monſtrouſly 
uneaſy, that I fancy the Secret is not far off. —— 
This broken-claſp Pocket-book, may be worth Pe- 
ruſal ; and this Letter too, may make ſome Diſ- 
covery. ——— There take all your naſty Litter ; 
[Flings her the Pocket. They riſe from the Tea-table.] 


it makes me ſick; there's no enduring it. ——— 


To Mrs. Elizabeth Pantry. — Pray, how long 
hath this Correſpondence been between you and my 
Houſe-keeper ? 

Friendl. Your Ladyſhip cannot be ſo ill-bred as 
to break open one's Letters. | 

La. Will. That ſuch a Creature ſhould talk of 
Good- breeding! [breaks open the Letter.) Are you 
now convinc'd, Lady Frankair, of the Girl's = 
pertinence ? — [reads.] Mrs, Pantry, As I 


. promiſed to give you Intelligence of our leaving 


London, that you might pet Things in Order, I 
can now tell you, that I gueſs it will be the latter 
End of this Week. Your Friend and Humble Ser- 
dane, Jane Fnendleſs — You are Beaſt 
enough to be fond of the o keep f find, and 1 
am to be Jugg'd.thither to keep you Company. 

But the Pocket-Book may be of more 
. _ Conſe» 
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Conſequence, —— [reads] For ſeeing the Play with 
Mrs. Fetch, one Shilling and Sixpence. Loſt at 
Crivbage to Mrs. Fetch, Two-pence Halfpenny. For 
ſeeing the Wax-work in Fleet-ſtreet, Sixpence. — 
Nothing but a paultry Account of her Expences 
But what have we here? [reads] A Collection 
of the neweſt Expreſſions in Uſe among the fine Gen- 
tlemen and Ladies. What can'ſt thou mean by 
all this Nonſenſe ? [reads.] Having an Af 
fair with a Lady. Being well with a Lady, 
Expreſſions not fit for a modeſt Pen to explain. 
To follow a Woman, That is, when a Man takes all 
Occafions to ſhew the Town that he follows her. 

Fiendl. You tear me to pieces. Dear Madam, 
have ſome Mercy. 

La. Will. [ Reads.) A Dangler. One that paſſe 
bis Time with the Ladies; who ſays nothing, does 
nothing, means nothing, and «whom nothing is meant 
to. It puts one in mind of Mr. Flutter, ——Fool ! 
4 Flirt, One who gives himſelf all the 
Airs of making Love in Publick; that is of vaſt 
Conſequence to himſelf, and to Nobody beſides. 
Something of Mr. Pert ———- ridiculous Slut! — 
[reads] A fine Man. Tuſt what I take Mr. 
Pert to be. A Man wbo knows little and pretends 
to every thing. ———- horridly ignorant! ——— 
[reads.] A pretty Fellow — that is, a fine dreſs'd 
Man with little Senſe and a great deal of Aſſurance. 
—— Mr. Forward is what one may call a pretty 
Fellow. Fooliſh beyond Expreſſion ! ——— The 
Man is Married; — that is, hath an extravagant 
Wife, is hen-peck'd, and a Cuckold, like —— [look- 
ing on Lady Frankair.] The Girl is horridly ſcurri- 
lous. Fuſties, Formals, and Odd-bodies. That is, 

her own, and her Huſband's Relations. —The only 
juſt Remark thou haſt made ! —— Here, take your 


impertinent Book, get into your own Room, and 
darn your tatter'd Pinners, —— Slattern. 


SCENE 
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' $CENE. Ix, 
Lady Willit, Lady Frankair, 


La. Frank. Suppoſing the Girl innocent, your 
Paſſion made you very provoking. 

La. Will. I can't endure any thing ſo intolerably 
forward.- Sure all the fine Men have aban- 
doned me to Day ; they deſert me as Rats do a 
falling Houſe ; they have a Preſentiment of my 
Diſgrace, my Ruin, my Baniſhment. 

La. Frank. That is the Point you are to guard a- 
gainſt. Don't infiſt upon too much; get but a Re- 
prieve, and with ny Inſtructions you ſhall carry eve- 
ry thing you wiſh. 

La. Will. Now is that Creature gone to grunt 


out her Grievances to Miſs Sprightly. — But ſhe 


ſhall not have that Satisfaction. 

La. Frank. Make her your ſingle View. Qn 
the Succeſs of my Brother Courtlove's Affair, in 
ſhort, depends your Happineſs or Miſery. 

Ia. Will, I know that malicious Couſin of his 
underhand oppoſes me in every thing ———Let 
us break in upon their Converſation. 

La. Frank. | am for working up the Girl to the 
Match. — Reſpect keeps a Man from hurrying 
on an Affair, which may be the very Thing a Wo- 
man wiſhes; now upon ſuch an Occaſion *tis in- 
credible, how much we Women can do with one 
another.—— Tis certain, my Brother is extrava- 
gantly fond of her, for it is not to be ſuppoſed but 
he might have as good Offers. 

La. Willit. Your Ladyſhip ſpeaks my very Sen- 
timents, —— Let us about it this Moment. 


La. Frank. Manknows us not; we trifle with their Art: 
Moman can only judge of Woman's Heart. 


AL 
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ACT III. SSG 
Lady Willit, Lady Frankair, Mzfs Sprightly. 


Spright. D UT after all, Lady Frankair, the 
Match would be ridiculous ; you muſt 
think Lord Courtlove too old. 

La Frank. What can you mean, Child? I am 
propofing him for a Huſband, and you are thinking 
of a Lover. Now thoſe in my Opinion require very 
different Qualifications. 

La. Will. You ſhould conſider, Neice, he is a 
Man of Quality. 

Sprigbt. I ſhould conſider too, that many a Wo- 
man-hath paid too dear for a Title. 

La. Will. But then his Eſtate — 

Spright. No doubt is ſufficient to keep more Wo- 
men than one,———No Woman can be fo un- 
reaſonable, as to expect my Lord ſhould live beneath 
his Quality, ; | 

La. Will. Beſides all this, his Employment— 
 Spright. That is one of the ſtrongeſt Temptations 
to a Man to give up himſelf, I grant you * Wo- 
men have other Temptations that are more pre- 
valent. ENG 
La. Vill. What Temptations but theſe can in- 
duce a Woman to marry ?——1 always thought 
the Girl wanted Diſcretion ; but now, Child, you 
have convinc'd me you know nothing of the World. 

Spright. And you really would perſuade me to 
make myſelf an old Child's Rattle, one that will be 
every Day more and more a Child, one that can 
never grow to a Man! — Fardon me, Madam, p 
h 
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had forgot he was your Ladyſhip's Brother; —— 
but, however, you know that can't make him 
younger, and I ſpeak only of my Lord's Age. 

La. Frank. Miſs Sprightly hath fo many Lovers, 
that ſhe doth not care to determine on one for fear 
of loſing all the reſt, —Now is not that the Caſe, 
Miſs ? — Believe me, Child, after Marriage all the 
reft will double their Application. 

La. Will. You have then fo little Conſideration 
for your own Happineſs, that you would venture 
on a young Fellow. Now, Lady Frankair, is it 
not ſurprizing that Girls can have ſo little Judgment? 
Suppoſe that Mr. Pert really was in earneſt, 
—— Nay, don't colour, Neice, for I know he 
hath ſent you Verſes. 

Spright. What then? —— That is, not that he 


| admires me, but that I may admire him. —— That's 


but a Pump, Madam ; I know where his Paſſion 
lies, though I think his moſt prevalent one is his 
own dear ſelf. | 

La. Will. Nay, now, Child, you are piqu'd.— 
But perhaps I may be miſtaken, for Zack Forward 
is perpetually flirting it with you, 

Spright. Ever talking, and ever ſaying nothing. 
There is more Entertainment in the chattering 
of a Monkey, becauſe one may imagine that Crea- 
ture means ſomething. 

La. Will. Vet you ſeem to liſten, Neice, to what 


you now give yourſelf ſuch violent Airs of deſpiſing. 


——— Perhaps, after all, Flutter is the Man. 

Spright. I do ſeem to liſten, I grant you. 
But does not your Ladyſhip think there is a Pleaſure 
in hearing Fools expoſe themſelves ? Some 
Women liſten for one Reaſon, and ſome for 
another. 

La. Vill. Though every Woman thinks ſhe 
hath it, *tis evident a true Taſte for Men is very 


uncommon. Look ye, Neice, I have conſider'd 
| | your 
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your Happineſs more than your Inexperience/ can 
poſſibly conſider it; and I muſt own to you, that 
Lord Courtlove hath had my Conſent. 

Lua. Frank. All Miſs Sprightly's Objections ſeem 
to ariſe from her particular Notions of that Family 
Convenience, a Huſband. Look round, Miſs, a- 


mong the Huſbands that you converſe with, and 


then tell _ by what you ſee, what 'tis you ex- 
ct. 

l Will. Tis morally impoſtible, Child, you 

can think of Love and a Huſband together, —— 

You are paſt ſixteen; and *tis high time for you 

to have the Views of a reaſonable Woman. 

La. Frankair. Would you ſeek to put yourſelf in 
the Power of one Man, take a young, Huſband ; 
would you have many Men in your own Power, 
chuſe an old one. 

La. Will. Are not a Jointure and Pin-money Se- 
curity for every Huſband's good Behaviour ? 

La. Frank. Are they not the Pledges, the Inſu- 
rance of our Liberty and Independance : : 

La. Will. What can a Woman wiſh for more ? 
s not every Pleaſure included, Child, in the 
having your own Will? 

La. Frank. You ſeem to have no Notion of the 
real Pleaſures of a Woman. —— I am convinc'd, 
Miſs, you read Romances. 

La. Will. Were you, like me, to loſe three Parts 
of your Life in a deteftable Country Houſe, it might 
be a frightful Propoſal. 

La. Frank. But to have for Life the Oppartuni- 
ties of Maſquerades, Aſſemblies, Operas, Plays, 
Park and Drawing-Rooms ! 

La. Will. How can ſuch a Woman be ever un- 
happy ! —— Let me die, Girl, if I don't envy 
you. 

La. Frank. As Lord Courtlove is my Brother, 
whatever I "OP may be thought partial. 

4 La. 
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La. Will. Theflirting with young Fellows is con- 

verſing with them in their own Way; they mean 
nothing elſe : But Lord Courtlove's Addreſs is of 
the laſt Conſequence. Now don't be ridiculous, 
Child ; I hope you will think yourſelf oblig'd to 


me. But here he comes. — Lord Conrt- 
love, your Servant. 


SCENE ll. 


Lad Willit, Lady Frankair, Miſs 8 rightly, 
: Dee 


T4. Court. Ladies, your moſt humble Servant. 

Spright. No whiſpering, I beg you. ——— 

T4. Court. Though *tis look'd upon as — 
ners, it is always excuſeable in a Lover. 

Spright. Your Lordſhip's Propoſals. are no Sc- 
cret; and why ſhould we make believe Love, 
when you are only talking of Marriage ? — Lady 
Frankair, and Lady Willi, have been inſtructing 
me in the Duty of a Wife, —— But are we really 
in earneſt about this Affair, my Lord? — Nay, i 

muſt own they have ſet the Thing in an agreeable 
Light enough on one Side. — But — tts aſto- 
niſhing to me, how a Man, with ſo much Wiſdom 
about him, can take it into his Head to marry |!—— 
My good Aunt here tells me, ſhe hath promis'd 
for me; perhaps, tis becauſe ſhe knows that no 
Woman knows her own Mind, or, in this Caſe, can 
Anſwer for herſelf. Take Care, my Lord, 
what you offer ; ſhould I take you at your Word- 
I know you are a Man of Honour, whatever may 
be the Conſequence, 

La. Will. 1 now, Neice, for your Sake, wil! 
look upon the Affair as concluded, 

La, Frank. There may be ſome Things they 
would not chuſe to talk c over before Company. 


SCENE 
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_ SCENE III. 
Lord Courtlove. Mi Sprightly: 


Lord Courtlove. Lady Willi, Madam, hath 
promis'd that this Day ſhe will deliver Happineſs 
into my Poſſeſſion. | 

Sprightly. Then Lady Willit, my Lord, hath 
promis'd ſhe does not know what: For, as I 
take it, your Happineſs will depend more upon 
me than up and no Woman knows what a Wife 
ſhe ſhall make any more than ſhe knows what ſhe 
ſhall be in t'other World; perhaps an Angel, per- 
haps a Fury. — Look ye, my Lord, you may ven- 
ture if you pleaſe ;— all I can promiſe is to be a 
Wife as the World goes. — Now you know what 
you have to truſt to. | 
1 Lord Courilove. Could I but obtain your Con- 
ent.— 

Sprightly. What ſignifies my Conſent ? — After 
Marriage I can act without your Conſent, as you 
act without mine before. — That's a moſt enor- 
mous Perriwig, my Lord; o'my Conſcience 
2 load an Aſs, and cover Head, Ears and 
all. | 

Lord Courtlove. You ramble from the Queſtion, 
Madam. 1 n * 

Sprightly, Look ye, my Lord, I tell you 
ret ar I won't * 8 it is ſo like Dullneſs, 
I hate it. 

Lord Courtlove. If Candour, Benevolence and 
Affability can cement Affections, our mutual Hap- 
pineſs will know no Period. | 

Sprightly. And are Candour, Benevolence and 
Affability all that I am to expect? 

Lord Courtlove. Incluſive of the juſt Duties of 


conjugal Affection. 
* D Srrigbiqy. 
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Sprightly. Your Lordſhip ſpeaks with ſo much 
Solemnity, and ſo much Deliberation, that your 


Thoughts ſeem to be run away, and your Words, 


I fear, will never overtake *em; - 

Lord Courtlove. While I feel the ſatyrical Strokes 
of your Wit, I admire it. 

Sprightly. I am glad you like it, for *tis what 
I can't help, and you muſt expect. — An Owl! 
an Aſs! — Sure all grave Animals are ridiculous — - 
but Man. Really, my Lord, whenever I ſee you 
in this ſolemn wiſe Way, I ſhall think of a grave 
Animal; and I muſt laugh, whatever be the Con- 
ſequence. 

Lord Courtlove, Shall I never have the Favour 
of a ſerious Anſwer ? How can I leave my Heart 
in ſo undetermin'd, ſo precarious a State! — This, 
Madam, is a Day of publick Importance too; and 
I think it hard, that the Care of Kingdoms ſhould 
call me from what! value more. Though it 1s a 
particular miniſterial Point, and I have given my 
Word and Honour; if poſſible, I will get my At- 
tendance diſpens d withal.— Think, 8 how 
I ſhall ſuffer with Impatience. 


SCENE IV. 
Miſs Sprightly. Forward, 


Forw. What, in the name of Love, can you 
mean, Madam? Marriage would infallibly turn 
the Jeſt upon yourſelf: The whole Town have 
given you to Lord Courtlove. To make a Man ſo 
perfectly happy, without the leaſt Proſpect of a 
Return, 1s the utmoſt Pitch of Generoſity. Now 
T (who know the Men you have in your Power) 
have a better Opinion of your Judgment. Think 
of the Conſequence of fuch an Huſband :—To wed, 
to ſleep; no more! 


8 prigbtly. 
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Sprigbtiy. Am TI to be terrified with Shakeſpear ? 
Let Shakeſpear then thus anſwer you. 


Of all the Wonders that IT yet have heard, 

It ſeems 10 me moſt ſtrange Women ſhould fear; 
Since Marriage is a neceſſary Ill, 

And will come when it will come. 


Why, Forward, you have not the leaſt Idea of 
Love; who can mention that and Judgment to- 
gether, Love and Judgment | they are Things, 
Forward, that are incompaiible. FA | 

Forw. Only think on me, Madam. — Tou are 
Witneſs of m Love; and no Creature alive can diſ- 
pute my Judgment. 

Sprigbily. Yes, I diſpute itz or why this con- 
temptible Opinion of me? For I am not that cre- 
dulous fooliſh Thing, to imagine you ever meant to 
marry me.—All the fine Ladi:s in Town would 
tear my Eyes out.— You belong to the Sex, and 
'twould be inhuman to rob em of ſo innocent an 
Amuſement, 

Forw. Innocent! — That ſuch a Charge ſhould 
ever light upon me!—Wou'd (for fome Lady's 
Quiet, who ſhall be nameleſs) that all Huſbands 
were of your Opinion. — Yet, perhaps, I may have 
this infamous Character, and it may be owing to 
my Secreſy and Diſcretion, - 

Sprightly. Suppoſe, now, I ſhould pin you down 
to your Propoſ l. Poor Lady Frankair ! 

Forw. The Town is malicious. —Gallantry, no- 
thing but Gall:ntry. 

Sprightly. But Lady Rampant. 

Forw. Importunate, filly Woman! I have left 
her off theſe three Weeks. 

Sprightly. The Widow Buxom too. 

Forw, Sure the Women themſelves muſt have a 


Vani:y in telling it!—Where the Devil got you 


your Intelligence ? 
D 2 Sprightly. 
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Sprightly. And the forlorn, diſconſolate, Mrs. 
Clackit, 

Forw, Defend me from her !—She is of ſo for- 
ward a Conſtitution, that her Reputation was 
ſing'd at Fifteen. —Was the Girl ever ſuch an Ideot 
to think I meant to marry her? 

Sprightly. I am not that Ideot, Forward, —Some 
Wonien are to be ruin'd one Way, and ſome ano- 
ther; but tis not every Woman's good Fortune 
to be ruined by Marriage. How can you fine 
Women be ſo unconſcionable !—Nay, there's my 
Aunt too, Lady Willit, would never forgive me.— 
J know this Viſit was meant to her; ſo I ſhall not 
have the Vanity to take it to myſelf, 

Forw. You know, Miſs Sprightly, where ſhe is 
particular; but I take it to be more owing to Fetch's 
Inſinuation than her Inclinations ; for that Pert is 
a moſt egregious Coxcomb ; he hath juſt Capacity 
enough to corrupt a Chamber-maid. 

Sprigbily. You 8 now, Forward, giving Proofs 
of your Secreſy and Diſcretion; for you know tis 


not ſafe to truſt one of the Family. 


Forw, No; faith, Madam, I am in earneſt. — 
Not that I think his Succeſs ſo ſure neither. —For 
by this time (for ſome Reaſons I know) I believe 
Sir Thomas ſmoaks their Intimacy. 

Sprightly. For ſome Reaſons! 

Forw. I mean, Madam, the Affair is grown ſo 
very publick.—But what's all this to the purpoſe? 
I come, Madam, to ſave you.—Only imagine 
yourſelt married to your old Fellow. He may be 
jealous ; he muſt be inconvenient; for Huſbands 
will every now and then be thruſting themſelves 
into their Wives Parties of Pleaſure. 

Sprightly. Theſe are Terrors we muſt riſque; but 
Woman's Reſolution gets the better of 'em all. — 
Now, Jack Forward, don't take this to yourſelf. 
-- Between one Fool's Vanity, and another's Re- 

| ſentment, 
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ſentment, a Woman's Reputation is in prodigious 
ſafe Hands among you fine Gentlemen. 

Forw, What do you mean, Madam? 

 Sprightly, Did not you ſay juſt now that Pert 
was a Coxcomb? *Tis plain you converſe with the 
Ladies, for the fineſt Woman alive could not treat 
a Friend more familiarly.—But ſhould my Aunt 
ſurpriſe us together, her jealous Temper would 
conclude I don't know what—So, Mr. Forward, 
your Servant. 


SCENES ©, 
Forward. Fetch. Flutter, Pert. 


Fetch. My Lady, Sir, is in the utmoſt Confuſion, 
that any Buſineſs ſhould make you wait ;—in two 
or three Minutes ſhe'll be at liberty.—Now don't 
go, Mr. Forward, I know ſhe'll take it mortally 
il. — Mr. Flutter, your Servant, —Mr. Pert!— 
I muſt own I am always glad to ſee you, though I 
bluſh to tell you ſo. Were not you very impudent 
laſt Night? How could you have the Aſſurance 
to make me ſuch a Propoſal ? — But then, how 
can I have the Aſſurance to remember it? 

Forw. You muſt always be. particular. —Why 
may not we too ſhare the Pleafure of Mrs. Fetch's 
Converſation ? | 

Fetch. You muſt excuſe me, Gentlemen, for I 
dare not ſtay fe aan. will be with you im- 
mediately. | 


SCENE VL 


Forward, Flutter, Pert. 


Flutter. Moſt certainly ſhe muſt be at Prayers ; 
for that is the only Thing the fine Women are now 
aſham'd to do before us. 

Pert. Perhaps ſhe is with her Huſband, and 
would not chuſe to appear ridiculous, by being 


caught in ſuch diſagreeable Company. 
D 3 Flutter, 
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Flutter. Let me die, if I don't think Fack For- 
ward is well with more- Women than any one Man 
in England. 

Pert. Only mention him, and they cry, that 
Forward is ſo eaſy, ſo good-natur'd. 

Flutter, Good-nature 1s another name for Flattery; 

tis upon that Score the Women are ſo fond of it. 

Pert. But is your Viſit, Forward, to Lady Wil. 
lit or Miſs Sprightly ? | 

Flutter. How can you, Jack, be ſo ibm 
as not to reſcue the Girl out of the Paws of that 
old Baboon? 

 Forw. You muſt always take a Woman in her 
own Way.—She hath her Scruples about Marri- 
age; and I had always (though ſhe was a fair Hit) 
too much Good-nature to ruin her. 

Flutner. I'll lay you Fifty Guineas there is one in 
the Company that ſtil] might have her. 

Pert. You might have ſaid three, and had a 
ſure Bet on't.—One does not care to ſhock the 
Girl. —Let me die, if I have not been forced to 
turn the Diſcourſe, to prevent her propoling it. 

Forw. I dare ſwear ſhe hath aſk'd Flutter. 

Flutt, Never directly, as I hope to be ſav'd. 

[ Adjuſting himſelf at the Glaſs. 

Pert. Let her marry.— That is not our Affair; 
a Huſband is a Stalking-horſe, that makes the 
Game the ſurer. 

Forw. That Flutter hath ſo much Vanity, an 
ſuch a Stock of Aſſurance | 

Pert. And 'what Accompliſhments are more 
ſucceſsful ? His Vanity takes with the Women, as 
they are fond of what is like themſelves. 

Forw. And without Aſſurance they find a Man 
good for nothing. 

Pert. The Fellow is a Fool; but what then? 
A Fool with a Woman may have his Merits. 
Forw. What, in Contemplation! 

Pert. 
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Pert. Why, Flutter, you ſeem as if you were 
thinking. 

Flutt. J hate that Forward. Wherever he is ad- 
mitted he makes others appear as inſignificant 
as himſelf.— Tou know him to be a conceited 
Puppy. 

Pert. But we muſt bear him; for whoever fol- 
loves the fine Women muſt take up with the Com- 
pany they keep. 

Hlutt. Why fo diſconſolate, Forward 2—Never 
diſpair upon Miſs Sprigbiiy's Account. 

Pert. Let Lord Courtlove have her.— We ſhall 
have her flirting about, and taking all the Liber- 


ties of a Wife in a Fortnight. 
Pert at the Looking-Glaſs. 


Forw. J am ſick of that Pert.—The Fellow 
follows me every where like a Shadow, and is 
of no more Conſequence. 

Flutt, Then too he hath Invention equal to his 
Vaaity. oh 

Forw. The Puppy muſt think we have the 
Faith of Prudes, who are ready to believe all Scan- 
dal, for the ſake of telling it again. 


SCENE VII. 


Pert. Flutter, Forward. Sir Thomas 
Willit. | 

Sir Thom. Gentlemen, your Servant. —My Wife 
is a little indiſpos'd, and begs to be excus'd this 
Morning.—lI have Buſineſs, and you muſt pardon 
me. | þ [ Exit. 

Pert. Whoſoever makes Love to the Wife muſt 
ſometimes bear the Huſband's Impertinence. 

Forw. Let me die, if I don't pity the poor Wo- 


man who muſt bear both his and her Huſband's 
— [To Flutter. 


D 4 SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 
Pert. Fetch. 


[Fetch enters and witches Pert by the Sleeve. 

Fetch, Never was any thing ſo unlucky! O 
dear Mr. Pert!—what is it that we have done? 

Pert. Nothing yet, my dear Girl ; and you 
cannot blame me. 

Fetch. There's no enduring you. How can you 
be ſo impudent? Now don't look r my call- 
ing you back as an Encouragement; for if you are 
ſo provokingly rude again, let me die if I don't 
tear your Eyes out. 

Pert. Would you have me love you, and not 
tell you ſo;—Nay, pr'ythee Child, —What is 
the.meaning of theſe Airs ? 

Fetch. Let go my Hand, you Devil.—I won't 
be pull'd and haul'd. Why am I to be talk'd to 
- this audacious manner? What do you take me 

or? 

Pert. You ſhall not go, Child. —T will know 
what hath happen'd. 

Fetch. Don't be rude then. The Minute you 
grow uncivil, depend upon it I'll leave you. 

Pert "Ta in vain, Child; I will have it ſo.— 
You ſhall fit down by me. 

Fetch. I tell you I won't. Should I be caught 
(its down) in this familiar Way, what is there 
one might not think of me?—And ſo you muſt 
know, you have made a moſt dreadful Quarrel in 
the Family.— That impudent Letter you ſent to 
diſſuade me from going into the Country, ſet me 
in ſuch a Fluſter, that in the Hurry and Confuſi- 
on I only burnt the Cover, and Sir Thomas found 
the Letter; and his Jealouſy imagines it was ſent 
to his Wife. Now you know, be the Conſe- 
quences never ſo terrible, I dare not tell the Truth, 


and take it upon myſelf. — We may ſet out for 
the 
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the Country to Night for ought I know, Every 
Thing hath that Appearance. 

Peri. Well, my Dear, and what's all this to 
us? Nor is your Time to reſolve then. 

Fetch, What! to be a Whore!—{Riſes.] I am 
not that credulous Fool you take me for. 

Pert. You miſtake the Thing, Child.—I have 
more Regard for , your Reputation, and I never 
propos'd but to keep you. | 
TFT.̃eicb. Keep me! Impertinence. 

Pert. Why not? Marriage of late is grown to 
that prodigious Expence, that few Eftates can 
ſupport it. —Pr*ythee, Child, how do you think 
that young Gentlewomen of ſmall Fortunes diſ- 
poſe of themſelves? —Tis become quite reputa- 
ble. You ſee 'em admitted every where, Then 
where can lie your Objection? 

Fetch. I wonder how I can have the Impudence 
to liſten to you, 

Pert. Only look upon that Paper. 

Fetch, 1 look upon your odious Papers! 

Pert. A Hundred, and for Life. 

Fetch. I tell you I won't be ruin'd, 

Pert. Tis a Settlement, Child. Do not all 
Women, even in Marriage, look upon that as the 
moſt material Part of the Ceremony, 

Fetch. So you won't be anſwered! 

Pert. Let us ſign and ſeal. 

Fetch. Let me die if ever I ſee your Face again! 

Pert. A Hundred, and for Life. 

Fetch. A Whore! faugh.—Becauſe you are a 
pretty Man, you think you may ſay any Thing. 

t me go. | 

Pert. For Life! Look upon it, read it. - 

Fetch. Inſinuating Monſter! You know I like 
you, and that makes you give yourſelf theſe Li- 
berties. —I tell you again, I Won't. What would 


you have me ſay to you? 
| Pert. 


— 
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Pert. You are determin'd then, like your Lady, 


to loſe your Life in the Country, in Marriage and 


Penitence. 

Fetch. If any Man could prevait—Dut what am 
I ſaying ?—1 won't, Dear Mr. Pert, don't inſiſt 
upon 1t.—I Won. My Reputation 

Pert. What doſt thou mean, Child, by Repu- 
tation? Why ſhould you frighten yourſelf with 
ſuch unfaſhionable Scruples ?—If you were a Wife, 
you could not be ſo ungenteel as once to think of 
it; and *tis really filly to make thoſe Diſtinctions 
between before Marriage and after. 

Fetch. J am afraid to truſt my Words with my 


 Thoughts.—I don't know what to ſay. 


Pert. You will then. 

Fetch. Sure the only Security of any Woman? 8 
Virtue is to keep it out of Temptation! [Sighs. 

Pert. Well then, my Dear, the Affair is fix'd, 

Fetch. I was not fo impudent to conſent, was 
I?—T have 20 given my Word, Mr. Pert.— 
But if you are reſolved to ruin me. My Lady 
rings, and I muſt leave you this Moment. —Nay, 
dear, dear Mr. Pert, I won't be kiſs'd.—But am 
I to take that Paper with me? 

Pert. Hold, Child, Things of this Nature, 
like Marriage, muſt be done in Form. Fvery 
Thing ſhall be ready when next we meet. —Think, 
my Dear, what I have ſav'd you from.—Had 
you gone into the Country with theſe Scruples 
about you, you muſt have dy'd a Maid, or at leaſt 
have been married, How many married Women 


will now envy you! 


How feet, though ſhort, wwould be the nuptial Life! 
if I u longer Love, no longer Wife. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Lady Willit. Fetch. 


La. Villit. EL L!—And what is become 
of all the Men ?—Did not I 

charge you not to let em go?ꝰ 

Fetch. Sir Thomas, Madam. 

Lag. Willit. Sir Thomas | always Sir Thomas !— 
I have ſo much of him, that I am ſick of the very 
Name. For Heaven's fake, talk of ſomething 
more agreeable.—Can I never have any one Thing 
done that I order Are they gone, I aſk you, 

Fetch. Your Huſband then, Madam 

La. Willit. Huſband ! hideous !—How can the 
Wench be fo vulgar! Huſband ! Didſt thou 
ever hear that Word even in mix'd Converſation 
that was commonly well-bred; for who can tell 
but there may be married Women in Company ?— 
To my Face too !—What have I done to be mor- 
tified in this brutal manner? 

Fetch. Your Ladyſhip aſk'd me a Queſtion.— 

La. Willit. And why don't you anſwer me? 

Fetch. Sir Thomas then, Madam, told 'em you 
were indiſpos'd, and deſir'd to be excus'd. 

La. Willit. A Savage!—You could have told 
him he ly'd.— 

Fetch. There are Familiarities that might be- 
come your Ladyſhip— 

La. Wilt. 3 Don't talk to me. 
It kills me to think of his Behavour —I'm fick 
to Death of him.— | Flings ber ſelf on the Couch.) 
The Salts—where are they ?—Where have you 
miſlaid the Bottle, Monſter ?—What is the blun- 
d'ring Fool looking for? I know you ſaw I had 
it in my Hand, and thou wouldſt not have the 
Humanity all this while to. tell me of it. —So 
you won't then give me that Play-Book when I bid 
you!—T1I read and try to forget him. 3 
: 83 Fetch. 
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Fetch. Your Ladyſhip changes your Mind ſo 
often, that *tis impoſſible for any Servant alive to 
keep pace with it. 


La. Willit. You will talk then! 


Fetch. When one does all one can to pleaſe you. — 
La. Willit. Hold your Tongue, I ſay, and 

don't provoke me.— ] hate this filly Traſh. — 
[ Flings away the Book. 


SCENE II. 
Lady Willit, Fetch. Fibber, 


La. Villit. What docs this Fellow want? How 
dar'd you come into the Room without being ſent 
for? — Where's the Blockhead going? — Well, 
what haſt thou to ſay to me now? 

Fibb. Miſs Clackit preſents her humble Service 
to your Ladyſhip, and hopes that you have not 


forgot that ſhe is to go to the Opera with your 


Ladyfhip at Night.—She']l call upon your Lady- 
ſhip at Half an Hour after Five. | 

La. Willit. Say that Pm out of Order; that I 
fee no Campany ;—Say any thing. Now, can 
that Brute ever make me Amends for the Loſs of 
an Opera ? 

Fibb. Mrs. Buxom, Madam, ſent Word, that 
ſhe hath ſecur'd a Box for the new Play next Week, 
and that there will be Room for your Ladyſhip, 
Lady Frankair and Miſs Sprighthy. 

La. Willit. What will become of me ! I muſt 
and will keep my Engagements. Why did I ever 
know there was ſuch a Place as London? — Was 
there no body beſides ? 

Fibb. Lady Rampant depends upon your Lady- 
ſhip to make up her Quadrille Party after the Opera. 

La, Willit. Tis intolerable, that one mult ſer 
every agreeable Thing aſide for the impertinent 
Buſineſs of a Huſband. —You-may go. But haſt 
thou any thing elſe to ſay to me? . 

Fibb. 


eee 
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Fibb. Only the Man left the Maſquerade Tick- 
ets for your Ladyſhip.—Here they are, Madam. 

La. Willit, Blockhead! Fool! [Tears em to 
pieces.) But why, I pray, were not theſe Meſſages 
deliver'd me as they were ſent ? | 

Fibb. Your Ladyſhip was with Sir Thomas; and 
I had his poſitive Orders to the contrary, 

La. Villit. Get you out of. my Sight. — How 
dar'd you to think of obeying him in any thing that 
related to me? | | | 


SCENE III. 
Lady Willit. Fetch. Friendleſs. 


La. Willit. This Couſin of his is a moſt hypocriti- * 
cal Jade I muſt and will unravel this Afﬀair.— 
Call her to me then, —[ Exit Fetch, and returns with 
Friendleſs.] Butnow I think on't I'll ſtay till T have 
ſeen Lady Frankair.—Have you any Buſineſs with 
me, Madam ? 

Friendl. Did not your Ladyſhip ſend for me? 

La. Millit. I ſend for you l Don't flatter: thy 
ſelf ; Girl, I am not in ſuch miſerable Diſtreſs for 
Company.—You may go again. 


SCENE IV. 
Lady Willit. Fetch, 


La. Villit. How could you be ſuch a blund'ring 
Creature? Did not I bid you call Miſs Sprightly? 
Going. 

Fetch. Really, Madam, you confound me. Returns. 

La Willit. I won't be ſpoke to. — Where are 
you going ?—|Going.] I won't ſee her now; I've 

chang'd my Mind. | 

Fetch. If it be not an unreaſonable Requeſt from 

a Servant, I could wiſh your Ladyſhip would know 
your own Mind before you ſpeak ;— *twould fave 


you a great many Words, and me a great deal of 
Trouble, 6 0 
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La. Willit. I tell you, Fetch, I won't bear your 
Inſolence. — (Go, ſee who 'tis that knocks. — 
If *tis Lady Frankair, that blund'ring Fool of a 
Porter may deny me.—I'II call ry I want you. 


e . 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair. | 

La. Willit. If I had done any thing to make him 
jealous, it wou'd not vex me. 

La. Frankair. Hath he ſtill the Uſe of his Rea- 
ſon? Sure, he muſt be more than Man, or you 
leſs than Woman !—What, let a Man that loves 
you have his own Way !—How can you anſwer 
it to the Sex? 

La. Willit, The Creature fancies too he hath 
Buſineſs. 

Lua. Frankair. And fancies you have Pleaſure.— 
Why cannot each of you follow your own Amuſe- 
ment ?—Did ever any Man but a Huſband talk 
to a Woman about Buſineſs ?—One wou'd ima- 


gine they did not know what we were made for. 
[Enter Fibber. 
Fibb. Lord Courtlove, Madam. [Exit Fibber. 


SCENE VI. 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair. Lord Courtlove. 


La. Willit. Is the Affair ſettled ? You muſt par- 
don me, my Lord; for TI am very impatient. 

Lord Court]. The Promiſe is renew'd, but the 
Place is gone. What is a Promiſe ?—A Civility, 
and nothing more; and yet greedy neceſſitous 
Fools will depend upon it; they will flatter, they 
will lye, they will betray for it; they will run in 
Debt upon it; they take it too as current Coin, 
and till their Creditors fall upon 'em, they never 
find the Miſtake, —-Excuſe me, Ladies, for 1 have 
loſt all Temper. 

La. Willit, Then am wretched. 

| La. Frank- 
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La. Frankair, You are a loſt Woman if you 
truſt your ſelf in the Country with him. We muſt 
defer it. | 

La, Willit, But how, but how ! that's the Que- 
ſtion, my dear Lady Frankair. 


La. Frankair. Miſs Sprightly muſt have my Bro- 


ther. — Nay, Child, we muſt ſome way or other 
bring 1t about. „„ 
La. Willit, Wou'd I cou'd marry him! 
La. Frankair. I hope Sir Thomas hath never ſeen 
you in this tame governable way. — Shou'd he ima- 
ine you had ſo much Condeſcenſion in your Con- 
| (rk Ac there is no Huſband alive but wou'd 
take the Advantage of it. — How many of 'em 
have I known ſpoil'd to all Intents and Purpoſes 
by our Compliance to what they call reaſonable 


Things! — Now I can have no Notion that a 


Huſband can propoſe a reaſonable Thing. 

La. Willit. l am ſorry your Ladyſhip hath fo 
mean an Opinion of may Underſtanding. —Sir Tho- 
mas may give himſelf what Airs he pleaſes, but 
upon this Head I have nothing to accuſe my lelf. 

La. Frankair Support the Dignity of your Cha- 
rafter now or never.—Though you are his Wife, 
determine to be always your own Woman. 

La. Willit. But who can hinder the Creature 
from thruſting his Advice upon one? Had I ever 
taken it, I ſhould not wonder at him.—But, dear 
Lady Frankair, can you think of any Scheme to 
ſave me, for I hate to be obſtinate when there is 
no Occaſion for it? 

La. Frankair. Keep your Temper, Child; your 
Caſe is not yet deſperate. Now wou'd not any 
one {wear that Man was really unhappy ? So diſ- 
conſolate, ſo ſighing, and all for the Loſs of a 
Woman !—Had he been a Year or two married, 
he would have learnt to have born a Loſs of this 
kind with more philoſophical Reſignation, —Bro- 

ther, 
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ther, nay prithee, Brother, is it the ill Uſage of 


Friends or of your Miſtreſs that touches you? 
Lord Courtlove. *Tis not that I am ſo unexperi- 


enc'd in publick Buſineſs, as to expect that every 


Promiſe ſhould be comply'd with; but *tis hard, 
Siſter, that one of my Conſequence ſhou'd be treat 
ed like a common Country Gentleman. Sake 

La. Frankair. Have not you told me, Child, 
that Mr. Barter influences your Huſband in every 
Thing ?—We muſt make that Man our Friend. 

La. Willit. Never think of it. Had it not been 
for that meddling Fool, Mine had never once 
thought of his Debts, nor the Family been in this 
Confuſion. | | 

La. Frankair, Yet there may be Ways of ſoften- 
ing him 

La. Willit. You don't k now him. 

La. Frankair. Pardon me, Madam. 

La. Willit. *Tis impoſlible. 

La. Frankair. Have not you obſery'd, that he 
and I of late are very well together ?—He makes 
up to me upon all Occafions.—We only aſk him, 
Child, to ſpeak and act contrary to his Opinion; 
Trifles that, my Brother knows, are every Day 
got the better of in Things of greater conſequence. 
— What Offers hath he refus'd ? Hath he ever 


been rightly apply'd to ? 


La. Wilt. But then that curſed Devil of a Girl 
Frienaleſs, is ſo ſet againſt me. 

La. Frankair. Now I really don't think the 
Girl, in common Juſtice to herſelf, ſhould part 
with her Intereſt in Miſs Sprigbily for nothing. — 
My Brother ought to have offer'd her ſome ſort of 
Civility. As the Intereſt with our Friends is a 
ſaleable Commodity, pray, why ſhould not ſhe 
make the beſt of it too? 

Lord Courilove. Without doubt; it hath been a 


| ſhameſul Omiſſion. 
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Las. Willit. Now is it not aſtoniſhing, Madam, 
that that hideous Girl ſhould ever be of Conſt- 
quence enough to be brib'd ?—"Tis ridiculous, _ 
Lord Courilove. That, Madam, ſhall be my AE 


TS. EET. CUE | | 2 
La. Frankair. You are now, iriy Dear, in the 
right Way. | | 


La. Willit. What a ling'ring Death have you 
ſav'd me from! Fetch, tell my Couſin Jenny to 
come to me immediately.------Lady Frankarr and I, 
my Lord, will leave you to manage that aukward 
Creature.—'Twou'd make one mad to think that 
ſuch a Wretch ſhould thrive upon my Diſtreſſes. 


„ C x. RB. 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair. Lord Courtlove. 
53 Friendleſs. FRY 
La. Frankair. Don't you think the Girl prodi- 
giouſly genteel to- day? Come hither, Child. — 
never ſaw a Head more becoming. This is 4 
mighty pretty Silk, Miſs Friendleſs ; the Sleeve too 
is ſo eaſy.— Was this Apron, Child, of your own 
ON ß ĩ ʃꝛ 
. Friendleſs. Tour Ladyſhip's Civility is ſo like 
Flattery, that it puts me in Confuſion.— I am 16 
unacquainted with both of 'em, that *tis hard for 
me to diſtinguiſh one from t'other. _. 
La. Villit. Now wou'd any Body imagine by 
that Creature's Looks, that ſhe had ſo much Miſ- 
chief and Malice within her? {To Lach Frankair. 
Lord Courtlove. The Diſtinctions Miſs Sprightly 
ſhows you, are to me indiſputable Proofs of your 
Merit. 1 1 To Friendleſs. 
La. Frankair. I differ with you, Madam :—— 
Miſs Sprigbily, in my Opinion, does not, want Senſe. 
[To Lady Willit. 
La. Willi. And yet ſhe ſeems to think Love the 


moſt reaſonable Motive to Marriage, Now is =_ 
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like a Woman of common Underſtanding ?—The 


Girl is unaccountable. 


La. Frankair. Our laſt Converſation muſt have 
had ſome Effect upon her. ; 
La. Willit. Is Miſs Sprightly, Couſin Jenn, in 


her own Room ? 


Friendleſs. I left her there, Madam. 
La. Willit. Let us ſet upon her once again: She 


is the only Woman I ever knew that another Wo- 


man could not find out ; though we are ſuch 


| Riddles to Men, we are not ſuch myſterious Things 


to one another.—lI leave you, Couſin Jeum, to 


entertain Lord Courtlove. 


$CENE VI. 
Lord Courtlove, Friendleſa 
Lord Courtlove. Thoſe Eyes! Were not my 


Heart already engag'd, I muſt have lov'd now. 


Friendlefs. I am unus'd to Flattery, my Lord; 
*tis thrown away upon me, for I have not yet learnt 


that eaſy happy Faith, to join with every Flatterer 


in flattering myſelf. 

Lord Courtlove. That Modeſty, Madam, is too 
ſevere, which takes Offence at Truth. —You cannot 
be a Stranger to my Paſſion, who enjoy the Intima- 
cies of a Converſation, which (though you deſerve) 
I always envy.— Were your Friendſhip to ſecond my 
Addreſs to Miſs Sprightly, it could not poſſibly 
fail of Succeſs. + - 

Friendlefs. Your Lordſhip* s Far perhaps ĩs as lit- 
tle acquainted with Truth as mine is with Flatrery ; 


ſo that to one of your Rank I cannot be ſo ill- bred 


to ſpeak. it without Permiſſion, — Pardon me; 
then, my Lord, if I am not of your Opinion. 
Lord Courtlove. | know you could do it, Miſs 


_ Friendlefs. I ſhould deceive your ap if I 


did not difluade,you from this Purſuit;  - -- 
f | 2 £ "4 Lord 
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Lord Courflove. Would The but let me know he 
Objections. | 

Friendleſs. As in. this Caſe they generally depend 
upon Fancy and Caprice, a Woman either can't 
give em, or won't give em. 


Lord Courtlove. I know, Miſs, you have IE | 


nature; I know too the Credit you have with her. 
— Might I hope for your good Offices, you ſhou'd 
not find me ungrateful. 1 
Friendleſs. What do you mean, my Lord ? 
Lord Courtlove. Mean, Madam !—I. ſaid I 
would not be ungrateful, : 1 
Friendleſß. Have I ever call'd your Gratitude in 
queſtion, my Lord ? #4 1 
"Lord Courilove. I thought the courtly Phraſe of 
tranſacting Buſineſs had been better underſtood, 
Friendleſs. But why ate you ſo tnyſterious? 
Lord Cowrtlove. I mean then, Madam, (you muſt 
pardon me) that the Thing ſhall turn out to your 
own Intereſt too. | 
Friendleſs. To my Intereſt ! 7 
Lord Courtlove. A Thouſand Guineas, or a Dia- 
mond Ring of that Value. „ 
_ Friendleſs. For what? — To fell my Friend. 
Were I a Man, you wou'd not have had the Cou- 
rage to have offer d me this Affront. 1 
Lord Courtlove. Excuſe me, Madam; dis an 
Alffront that Men of the greateſt Diſtinction pocket 
up without the leaſt Scruple. | 
Friendleſs. It is becauſe I want Fortune you pre- 
ſume to uſe me thus Which of us two thinks 
the other the moſt contefhptible ? 5 
Lord Gourtlove. The Preſent is not ſo inconſi- 
derable, but the richeſt Perſon might have accept- 
ed it, | 
 #riendleſs. A Man who  wou'd bribe me to be 
his Friend (by tacitly calling me a Knave) very 


juſtly makes me his Enemy. Codld J ſerve you, 
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were I inclin'd to ſerve you, my Honour would 


now forbid me. 


C SCENE IX. 
Lord Courtlove. Friendleſs. Fetch. 
Fetch, My Lady, and Lady Frankair are in the 


Drawing-Room, and deſire your Lordſhip's Com- 


pany immediately. 

Lord Courtlove. I hope, Miſs, you will think 
more favourably of me, and not miſinterpret a Ci- 
vility. | . 

Friendleſs. Is Miſs Sprightly alone, Mrs. Fetch? 

Fetch. My Lady bid me charge you not to ſtir 
from this Room till ſhe ſent for you. —You had 
beſt not provoke her; for Miſs yonder, hath put 
her moſt horridly out of Humour. 


SCENE X. 
Miſi Sprightly. Friendleſs. 


Sprightly. IJ have left my Aunt like a Woman 
diſtracted: She thinks me very unreaſonable that I 
won't be married for her Conveniency ; now I think 
a Woman runs a ſuffictent Riſque who marries for 


her own. | | 
Friendleſs. Your Lover hath been juſt now offer- 


1ng me Proofs of his good Opinion of you, and his 


ill Opinion of me; for he wou'd have brib'd hand- 
ſomely for you. | 

 Sprightly. I am ſure, Child, he muſt hold thy 
Parts in prodigious Contempt: ' Tis the great 
Commerce of the World ; for a Man of Rank or 


Figure is above ſelling any thing — but his 


Friend, —or Himſelf. 

Friendleſs. How can you divert yourſelf by be- 
ing worried every Day of your Life ?—Have you 
put an end to it at laſt by a peremptory Anſwer ? 

Sprightly. My Uncle, I find, holds his Reſo- 
lution of going into the Country, and then there's 

| | an 


—s 
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an End of all his Wife's Schemes at once. *Tis a 
Sphere that ſtints the Genius of an extravagant af-_ 
fected Woman.—Inclination may be the ſame, but 
Opportunities muſt be wanting; and ſhe cannot 
have thoſe frequent Temptations of making herſelf 
and her Huſband ſo conſpicuouſly ridiculous. 
Friendleſs. The Want of Fortune is felt ſo ſe- ö 
verely in no Condition of Life, as in being oblig'd | 
to a proud imperious Relation. While ſhe is talk» | 
ing to me, I am jn ſuch Awe, that my very Rea- | 
ſon is not my own,—In all Places my Circumſtance | 
muſt be the ſame. | 
Sprigbily. You will always find a Friend in me. 
Friendleſt. Her very Civilities are Inſults. 
_ Oprightly. That Lady Frankair hath been the 
poor Woman's Ruin. 
Friendleſ5. She affects her Phraſes. — 
Sprightly. Her very Vices, like an imitating Poet. 
Friendle:ſs. Then, without the common Skill or 
Views of a Gameſter, ſhe plays immoderately, 
Sprightly. And 'tis by that (if I miſtake not) a 
Lady Frankair pays herſelf for her Inſtructions. j 
Friendleſs. Now were I a Man, I ſhould be the. ; 
moſt jealous of my Wife's Voman- Companion. 
Sprightly. She is over-run with Affectation; ſhe L 
is an aukward Copy of that very Woman, or rather ö 
of every Woman in Faſhion.— Why does ſhe paint? _ 
Not that ſhe wants a Complexion, but becauſe 
Lady Flareit does it.— Why are all the Fops in 
Town admitted to her Toilet? Becauſe ſhe hath | 
ſeen 'em at Lady Frankair's. —Why are common 
Cheats and Sharpers admitted among her Viſits ? 9 
| Becauſe ſhe hath ſeen the particular Civilities ſhown j 
em at Lady Quadrilles. —She is aſham'd of going ö 


n 
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to Church, becauſe Lady Frankair hath no Religi- . ö 
on. Then too ſhe wou'd fain have the Reputation N 
of making her Huſband a Cuckold, in Imitation of | 
— 2 hundred of the fine Ladies of her Ac- | 
quaintance. 
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| SCENE XL. 
-  Miþ Sprightly. Friendlefs. Fetch. 


Fetch. Miſs Friendl:ſs, my Lady wants you this 
Moment. le WD 

Sprightly. Nay, you ſhall not go, Child; for in 
the Humour ſhe is in, I know ſhe wou'd uſe you 
like a Dog. | 
© Fetch. I dare not, Madam, return without her. 
— Tis well for us that her Humours are divided 
among her Huſband and the whole Family; for if 
they were to light upon one,—where's the Pati- 
ence that could bear em? 

Sprightly. You know, Feich, Miſs Friendleſs 
hath always had her full Share of her. 
Friendleſs. But, after all, Miſs Sprightly, I muſt go. 


SCENE XI. 


Sprightly. Friendleſs. Fetch. Lady Willit. 
| | Lady Frankair, 


ITE 


La. Will. Ah Jenm, Jenny, thou art a Devil. 
„ - | ole 
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Friendleſs. You wrong me, Madam.—But Gra- 
titude keeps me ſilent; I dare not truſt myſelf with 
a Reply. 
La. Villit. That is to ſay, you cou'd be ſaucy 
if you wou'd. —Nay, | cannot be ſurpriz'd at the 


Inſolence of every one in the Family, when my 


Huſband ſets em an Example. 

Sprightly. Does your Lady ſnip never accuſe your- 
ſelf as well as other People? 

La. Willit. [don't want Accuſers, Miſs Sprigbily: 
I think that Matter is but too evident. That ſul- 
len Creature, {Pointing to Friendleſs.] Lady Franks 
air, is a Proof, that Miſchief is the only Cunning 
of Fools. — What does the Fellow want? 

[ Enter Humphrey. 
SCENE: XIII. 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair, Sprightly. Friend- 
leſs. Fetch. Humphrey. 


Humphrey. My Maſter, Madam ; no Offence 
I hope to your Ladyſhip— 

La. Wilkt. And didſt REL think this a [likely 
Place to find him in ?—Theſe aukward Country 
Clowns think a Man and his Wife inſeparable. 

Humphrey. Nay, Madam, I am not ſo fond of 
iii Words, for that matter, as to ſeek- to talk to 
you great Ladies — Then too. I have liv'd ſo long 
in a great Family, that (as 'tis my Duty). Lleave 
my Lady in the Wrong whenever ſhe pleaſes to be 
ſo; no Offence I hope, Madam. [Going.] 

La. Willit. This Ffafferable Fool will eternally 
be talking, Who wants your Maſter ?— That that 
Creature's Mafter ſhould be mine Why does 
not the Fellow anſwer me ?—Who wants him ? 

Humphrey, His. Uncle, Madam, Mr. Baortee. 


La. WVillit. My Huſband- too out of.:the: way! 


never was any thing ſo lucky.—Lay hold of this 
Opportunity, my dear Lady Frantair.— Tell Mr. 
E 4 Barter, 
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Barter, that 1 deſire the. Favour of his Company, 
Exit Humphrey. ] 
Lady Frankair and I have Bulineſs ; ſo you two 
may go together and rail at me.— In a Minute or 
two do you, Fetch, come and whiſper me, 


| SCENE XIv. 
| Lady Willit, Lady Frankair, Mr. Barter. 


La. Willit. After I have given your Ladyſhip a 
ſufficient Time to tempt him as a Woman, [don't 
think, Lady Frankair, that I ſuſpe& your Parts) — 
I'll ſend Lord Courtlove to ſecure your Conqueſt 
by what governs the World, Intereſt. —Love 
alone will never do; Men think as cooly, and as 
reaſonably, Child, upon theſe Affairs as we, Mr, 
Barter, your Seryant. 

. Frankair. Buſineſs takes a Man off from his 
Friends ſo '1mmoderately, that one hath very ſel - 
dom the Pleaſure of ſeeing you.—Now, dear Mr, 
Barter, tell me ſincerely; don't you, at ſome 
Hours of the Day, think of what is more enter- 
taining :I can have no Notion that a reaſonable 
Creature (as you are) can entirely loſe himſelf in 
the City; for you ſhould never perſuade me thatſuch 
Converſation can poſſibly be agreeable. 

Barter. Why not agreeable? We have our 
Affections, our Vanities, dur Follies, and our 
Vices.— We rail, we are civil, and laugh at one 
— with the ſame Familiarity and Friendſhip 

as you do.— Then too, as you laugh at us, we 
laugh at you; ſo that we are never at a loſs for 
{omething ee and ridiculous. [Fetch enters 
And whiſpers. 

La. Willie. You'll excuſe me, Madam. I beg 
your pardon, Mr. Barter: *Tis an Affair that can- 


not detain me long. You ſee I uſe you both with- 


out cen 1 
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SCENE XV. 
Lady Frankair. Barter. 


La. Frankair. How cou'd you be ſo provoking, 
as not to be at my laſt Aſſembly ?—I hope you 
don't put me upon the foot of ſending to you. 

Barter, You know, Madam, I had been at one 
before; and my Curioſity was fully anſwer'd— 
Every body was talking round me, and not a 

Creature had any => to ſay ;—not a Man or 
Woman but was in the of Buſineſs, and not 
one of em had any thing to — ; till at laſt I found 
all of them worn down, and diſpirited with one ano- 
ther's Impertinence, except a few Friends who were 
ſeeking to ruin each other at the Gaming-Table. 

La. Frankair. But, dear Mr. Barter, how can 
you be ſo ſevere? *Tis impoſſible to enter into the 
Diverſions of the Place at once. —Tis what one 
may call the Exchange of Love and Gallantry 
the Tranſactions and Bargains are ſettled in the 
Crowd, but the Buſineſs is concluded in a tete a te 
at their own Houſes. —You may depend upon it, 
by its being ſo much frequented, that it anſwers 
the Mens and Womens Ends ſome way or other. 

Bart. But I have no Schemes of that kind. 

La. Frankair. Why have you not ? 

Bart. At my Time of Life, Madam, I ſhalt 
not begin to make myſelf ridiculous. 

La. Frankair. At my Time of Life When 
did you ever hear a Woman make uſe of that Ex- 
preſſion ?—Are not you a Man? Beyond diſpute 
you make yourſelf ten times as ridiculous by for- 
getting you are one. Were you once ſettled among 
us; I ſee you have it about you to reliſh Life. 
Woman is a better Judge in this Caſe than you are 
of yourſelf, 

Bart. I have not Vanity enough to be work'd 

into a Fool by Flattery. 

Ba. Frantair. How can you take a thing fo 
maliciouſly ? | Bart. 
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Bart. Really, Madam, one wou'd not chuſe 
to be an aukward Fool ;—the genteel Follies and 
Vices never ſit eaſy upon a Man of Bufinefs ; ; the 
pretty Fellows owe em entirely to Education. 

La. Frankair. Let me die, Mr. Barter, if I am- 
not ſerious in this Affair! Suppoſe now, by my 
Brother's Marriage to Miſs Sprightly (which I — 
your Advice cou'd eaſily bring about) our Families 
were link'd in the ſame Intereſt; and that your 
Nephew, by a confiderable Employment, was 
oblig'd to reſide in Town, there might be Things 
too worth your acceptance; and, pray, what Objec- 
tions cou'd you have to living among us ? 

Bart. I am not aſham'd of my Profeſſion, Madam. 

La. Fantatr. But you muſt allow, that at our 
End of the Town we live with greater Elegance. 


EI is the Purſuit of Riches, but to attain Eaſe 


and Pleaſure ? 

Bart. | hate Luxury and Oſtentation. | 

La. Frankeir. Towhatpurpoſe have you Wealth? : 
Wou'd you not enjoy it? 

Bart. I do. Extravagance and Profuſion never 
enjoy'd it. Beſides, tis a Life that am unqualified 


for. I have the narrow ſtinted Genius of Honeſty 


and Independance, and ſhou'd but expoſe my Edu- 
cation by living within my Fortune, 

La. Frankgir. But, dear Mr. Barter, after all 
(putting you out of the Caſe) is it not mon{troufly 
abſurd, in your Nepherw to ſet himfelf againſt his 
own, Intereſt > To abandon a. Preferment that is 
thrown in his-way ?— How are Families rais*'d ? 

Bari. They onght to be rais'd, Madam, by In- 
duſtry and: Honour. 


8. C-EN E XVI. 
Lady Frankair. Barter. Lord Courtlove. 


La. Frankair. Dear Brother, I am glad you are 
come to. my Aſſiſtance. — I know you will think 
Mr. Barter prodigiouſly in the wrong. Lord 
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Lord Courtlove. Though I have as yet the Miſ- 
fortune to be very little known to him, I am ſo 
well acquainted with his Character, that I own my- 
ſelf partial to his Opinions. 2 
La. Frankair. I have been making downright 

Court to him; and wou'd fain perſuade him to di- 
vide himſelf between Buſineſs and Pleaſure, and 
live at our End of the Town, 

Lord Courtlove. The Life muſt unqueſtionable 
be more agrecable, and it might too be attended 
with its Advantages. © | 

Bart. Luxury, Neceſſity, and Dependance, are 
Advantages inconſiſtent with our Way of Life, — 
Induſtry and Commerce (however unfaſhionable) 
oblige us to Economy and Juſtice ; and (notwith- 
ſanding the politer Examples of the World) our 
Credit does ſtill, jn a great meaſure, depend upon 
our moral Character. 

La. Frankgir. We all know you City People 
get a prodigious deal of Money; but ſtill—a Mer- 
chant ! — there's ſomething in that Word that 
gives onean Idea of —of —of I don't know what :— 
In ſhort, we Ladies have an unaccountable Preju- 
dice againſt you. 

Bart. Is the Name then a Term of Reproach ? 
— Where is the Profeſſion that is ſo honourable ? 
— What is it that ſupports every Individual of our 
Country? *Tis Commerce. On what depends the 
Glory, the Credit, the Power of the Nation? — 
On Commerce. — To what does the Crown itſelf 
owe its. Splendor and. Dignity-? — To Commerce. 
— To, what owe you the Revenue of your own 
half-ruin'd Eſtates? To Commerce: And are you. 
ſo, ungrateful then to treat the Profeſſion with Con- 
tempt by which you are maintain'd.? 

Lord Courtlove. A City Life, Siſter, may be 
diſagreeable to you fine Ladies; but yours 1s not 
the Opinion of 40, the People of. Faſhion and Qua- 
lity. | Bart, 
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Bart. When People of Rank and Figure can 
profeſs Gaming, I am not ſurpriz'd that we are fo 
contemptible ; for Commerce is the very Reverſe of 
It, In Gaming, one Man's Gain is other's Ruin 
but Commerce is for the mutual Advantage of both. 

Lord Courtlope. But you muſt allow, Sir, that 
Advantages have been made by a good Correſpon- 
dence at this End of the Town ; (which upon cer- 
tain Occaſions might be of uſe to you.) — You 
know Inſtances, many Inſtances, among youof what 
I mean. — The Countenance of Men in Power, 
early Intelligence, a ſeaſonable Hint! —Some of 
your greateſt Fortunes have been rais'd this Way. 

Bart. is too evident, my Lord. But then 
one exorbitant Fortune of this ſort hath made at 
leaſt a thouſand Beggars. —*Tis the moſt fraudu- 
lent, the moſt pernicious Gaming, under a more 
ſpecious Denomination ; and thoſe who practiſe it, 
diſgrace the Profeſſion of a Merchant. 

Lord Courtlove. Pardon me, Sir ; I meant the 
Propoſal as a Civility. 

Bart. Your Siſter, my Lord, I perceive is to 

flatter me, and you are to bribe me to influence 
my Nephew to ſell his Neice.—The Caſe is plain; 
or, why all this Sollicitude, this Artifice about 
Miſs Sprightly ? 
La. Frankair. How can you, Brother, talk to 
a Creature who iy ſo horridly out of Humour? — 
One would imagine Mr. Barter had a mind to the 
Girl himſelf. 

Lord Courtlove, Nay, dear Siſter, keep your 
Temper. 

Bart, This whole Proceeding, in the Eye of the 
World, appears ſo very mercenary, ſo very corrupt, 
that your Honour ſuffers, — Pardon my Freedom, 
my Lord. 

Lord Courtiove. As to notional Honour, you 
are undoubtedly in the right of it ; but what is that 
to the Practice of Mankind? — 


Bart. 
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Bart. *Tis you, my Lord, and ſuch as you, 
that influence the Manners of Mankind, — Com- 


mon Charity obliges thoſe of your Rank to ſhow 
clear and conſpicuous Proofs of Honour and Diſin- 


tereſtedneſs ; for whenever you are mean and mer- 
cenary, the Vulgar are hang'd for following your 

ample. [x 

La. Frankair. Now is not this aſtoniſting, Bro- 
ther, that an arrant Citizen ſhould pretend to cen- 
ſure the Behaviour of a Man of Quality? 

Lord Courtlove. Common Senſe, alike in all Men, 
can diſtinguiſh Honour and Infamy.— 

Bart. When I ſpeak in Defence of Probity and 
Honour, I mean to ſhow my Reſpect to your 
Lordſhip ; and in that Light I hope the Freedoms 
I have taken will need no Apology. | 


La. Frankair. The Creature begins to be into- 


lerably ill-bred. Let us leave him. | 
Lord Courtlove. The Reſolution I have taken 
will convince you, that I think myſelf oblig'd to 
you. [To Barter.] 
La. Frankair. Lady Willit expects us. — Sir, 
your Servant. 2 
Bart. This Converſation I find hath detain'd us 
both too long.—I wiſh I may have Time to pre- 
pare the Account before my Nephew's Return. 
Lord Courtlove. When you are at leiſure, I beg 
you wou'd give me leave to communicate my 
Thoughts to you.— How unlike is an honeſt Man 
to a Flatterer ! Mr. Barter, your moſt obedient— 
[Exit Lord Courtlove and La. Frankair.] 


Bart. Honour alone ſupports a noble Name; 
Without it, Title but ſets off the Shame. 
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ſeaſonable Sincerity and Truth. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 
Lady Willit. Friendlek. 


La. Willt. VO know, Couſin Jew, I have 

always been extreamly kind to you. 
— Had there been a Yard more of this Lace 1 
ſhou'd have made it up for my own wearing. The 
Lappits are ſomewhat ſcrimp, 'tis true, but tis en- 
tirely new, and prodigious fine; and yet, Girl, I 
can no more make thee grateful than I can — thee 


genteel. 


Friendleſs. I can never forget my Obligations. 

La. Willit. Wilt thou never learn to live eaſy in 
a Family? Is it not monſtrous, to be fo follicitous 
about pleaſing my Huſband ? Is there a Woman in 
the World that cou'd forgive thee ? Recollect 
your 14 BN and you muſt own I have been 
too good to yo 

Friendleſs. "Might I be allow'd to vindicate my- 
ſelf. — 5 97 e 

La. Willit. Nay, dear emp, you know I k. 
you. — For thy own fake and mine don't talk.— 
I don't remember I gave you that Fan. 

[Takes her Fan 

Eriendleſs.. Mr. Barter, Madam, gave it to 
me— 

La. Willit. As a Reward for the meritorious 
Miſchief thou haſt done me.— Here, take it, Girl 
by my Treatment of late, *tis plain, thou haſt rich- 
ly deſerv'd it. 

 Friendleſs. If I ever offended you, it was by un- 


La. Willi. 


Ne DISTRESS'D WIFE. 577 


La. Willit, Sincerity and Truth! I am furfeited 
with the hypocritical Cant. — My Huſband is eter- 
nally ftunning me with thoſe two hideous Expreſ- 
fions, as an Excuſe for his Inſolence and Nl-man- 
ners. — I talk to you now, Couſin Feuny, as a 
Friend. | 
j Friendleſs. Your Lady ſhip will always find me 

uch. 

La. Villit. Tell me truly then (for you are in 
the Secrets of the Family) why is my Huſband 
grown more a Brute than ever — late? 

Friendleſs. I really think he loves you. | 

La. Willit, Suppoſe he does; art thou really 
Fool enough to think that a Motive to reconcile 
me to his brutal Behaviour? The Love of a Huſ- 
band, Girl, is not of that prodigious Conſequence. 

Friendleſs. The Importunity of Creditors in 
Town, the Frauds of his Steward in the Country, 
muſt have made him uneaſy. | 
La. Villit. Don't be impertinent, Fenny, —How 
dare you think of the Affairs of the Family? 
| Anſwer the Queſtion I aſk you. Why am _ 
outragioaſly inſulted ? Who hath ſet him againſt 
me >” That deviliſn Letter, Jenny. ROLE 

Friendleſs. Miſs Sprightly told me, that Firward 
did as good as own it, and that *twas writ in Pique 
and Envy to Pert.—The Occafion of Jealoulics is 
always to be avoided ; for be the Su/p:c:ian true or 
falſe, the Miſchief is the ſame ; and what hath now 
happen'd muſt convince you, that the Vanity of 
Fools hath embroil'd more Families than real In- 
trigues. | | 
5 La. Wilkt. Thou art grown moſt affectadly wile, 

enny. 
Friendleſs. That daily Flutter at you Toilette may 
be only innocent Amuſement to you, but it may 
gall the Heart of a Huſband. 9 2 


La. Will. 


| 
| 
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La. Willit. Tis then the Company I keep, that 
gives you and him the Offence—How intolera- 
bly like my Huſband the Girl talks! — Doſt thou 
think, Child, that I was married to deny my ſelf 


the common Liberties of a married Woman? 


Would*ſt thou have a Man and his Wife ſo diſa- 
greeably malicious, as to be eternally intruding 
themſelves into each other's Company? — Ah; 
Fenny, Jenny ! tis now a clear Point who is his 
Abettor : *Tis you that have ſet him on. — Im- 
pertinence ! — Get you out of my Sight: 


SCENE II. 
Lady Willit. Friendle, Sir Thomas Willit. 
Sir Thomas. Nay, dear Child, why are theſe 
unreaſonable Paſſions ? - fps. 
La. Willit. Unreaſonable Paſſions — Du know, 
Sir Thomas, I have had my unreaſonable Provoca - 
tions, —Do you imagine that no body hath the 
Talent of ſaying or doing a ſhocking Thing but 
your ſelf? 
Sir Thomas. You need not go, Couſin Jenny. 
La. Villit. Go, Ifay. © 
Sir Thomas. Dear Child, keep your Temper. 
La. Willit, I won't. — Hear her, believe her, 
and make me and your ſelf unhappy.—lI ſhall not 
interrupt the Converſation. 


SCENE Ill 
Sir Thomas Willit, Friendlefs; 
Sir Thomas. Get your ſelf ready, Couſin Jenny, 
to ſer out for the Country upon the firſt Notice; 
for the Moment I take my Reſolution, nothing 


upon Earth ſhall defer it.— But ſtay, Child, — 
the preſent Uneaſineſs of the Family can be no 


Secret to you. 
Friendleſs. 
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* Friend]. Wou' d it were in my power to remedy 
it. 

Sir Thom. I am not ſo moroſe, to deny a Wife 
the natural Caprice and Coquetry of the Sex.— 
= of late her Conduct hath been inſupporta- 

2 | 

Friend. Tis the Way of the World that of- 
fends you.— Her Behaviour is owing to Imitation 
more than Inclination.— Are not all the Ladies of 
her Acquaintance ſo many Precedents far every 
thing ſhe ſays or does ?— There is a Faſhion in 
Converſation, in Amuſements, in Follies, in Vices, 
as well as in Dreſs. 

Sir Thom, This deteſtable Town is more in- 
fectious than the Plague: A Woman lives not one 


Day in it without catching ſome faſhionable Vice 


or other. 


Friendl. Were Men to judge by Appearances, 


the whole Town wou'd be over- run with Jealouſy ; 

for a Woman is aſham'd to ſeem to love her Huſ- 

band.— I am vindicating the Manners of the Sex, 

yet I am an Advocate for her Innocence. 

Sir Thom. Innocence !— Such Innocence hath 
every bad Conſequence of Guilt.— I don't know 

what to think of her. 

Friendal. Conſider, Sir, the faſhionable re. 
criſy of the Age is to appear vicious. 

Sir Thom. his is the firſt time I ever ſuſpeted 
you for her Confidant.— But, as a Woman, tis 
natural. to think a Huſband muſt be in the wrong 
when he is jealous. 

Friendl, I ſpeak in Juſtice to her, and in Duty 
and Sincerity to you. 

Sir Thom. Whatſoever they ſay behind one ano- 
ther s Backs, to deceive a Huſband, one Woman 
will vindicate another. But it may be the Girl's 
real Opinion; ſhe is AW and ad. — 


4 ' +; 
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tur'd.— I have Buſineſs now. — You may go, 
Child, | 


3CENE IV. 
Sir Thomas Willit, Barter: 


Bart. Were we to remove info another Room, 
we ſhould be lefs hable to be interrupted. — You 
ſee I have not forgot the Offence I committed in 
the Morning. | | 

Sir Thom, I have no notion of theſe Ceremo- 
nies and Punctilios between Man and Wife, — Sit 
down, Sir; we will not be interrupted. 

Bart. Your Debts turn out greater than you ima- 
gin'd, Theſe Receipts have exhauſted the whole 
Sum -— Mrs. Glib, the Lace-woman's Bill, of a 
Year and a half's ſtanding (which was not in your 
- Lift) amounts to a hundred and fifteen Pounds. — 
Here's a Bill too of Mr. Gloſs, the Mercer, of 
 Eighty-three ; and this of Mrs. Spangle, the Em- 
broiderer, of Thirty-ſeven. I have order'd 'em 
to call upon me to Morrow, and, if you are ſatisfied 
1n their Demands, I will diſcharge the Debt, and 
Place it to Account. — You ſee, Nephew, I am 
willing to do every thing in my power to forward 
be reaſonable, the honeſt Reſolution you have ta- 

en. 
Sir Thom. Tis not enough that a Man means 
to be juſt, when by his Negligence, Indolence or 
Vanity in living beyond his Fortune, he puts it 
out of his own power to be ſo. — You are not 
Yupplying a Squanderer, but retrieving a Family : 
That is the Obligation I ſhall have to you. 
' Fibb; Your Honour's Letters, Sir, by the Poſt. 
f x | [Enter Fibber and Exit. 
Sir Thom. The Seal is quite broken, and not ſo 
ou as botchi'& up again. — The Curioſity or 


ears Uf Mankind areÞrodigious, 
I Bart. 


* 
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Bart. *Tis a Grievance that is become ſo gene- 

ral, that no Particular will take it upon him to 
complain, 7285 | 

Sir Thom, Madam The Letter I find is di- 


ſuch a Blunderer !—This is a Liberty I never al- 
low'd my ſelf ; but as tis my Steward's Hand, 
and can be no Secret, you will excuſe me. 


 [Reads.] Madam, Your Ladyſhip muſt protect me 
from the Information of Trenchwell, or the 
Money I have advanc d to you from time to 
time muſt all be brought to Account —= © 


To what will not a Woman condeſcend to gra- 
tify her Extravagance ! [Sitting thoughtfully, 
Bart. No ill News, I hope. 

Sir Thom, Tis not her Fault; *tis my own 
Negligence, — | 


— In ſhort, Madam, my Affairs are in ſuch 
Confuſion, that unleſs I receive a ſatisfaftory 
Leiter from your Ladyſhip the very next Poſt, I 
ſhall be oblig'd to make the beſt of my Way to 
Calais. 

SURVEY, 


—Read it, Sir. — Know me before you truſt 
me. [Barter reads. 
— Well !— Now am I to be truſted ? 

Bart. The more you want a Friend, the more 
ready I am to ſerve you. 

Sir Thom. An Hour may be of the utmoſt con» 
ſequence. — I have taken my Reſolution. 


Bart. There ate People of yours below that ſtay 
for me, 10 N 


5 2 SCENE 


tected to my Wife. — How could the Fellow be 
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SCENE v.. 
Sir Thomas Willit. Humphrey. 


Sir Thom. Humphrey, — Let the Coach and Six 
be got ready with all the expedition poſſible. _ 

Humph. Before the Servants have din'd, Sir! 

Sir Thom. I don't dine in Town. 

Humpb. Now I cou'd not help ſatisfying you, 
if you did not know where I was going, — But 
Servants muſt not aſk Queſtions. 

Sir Thom. Saddle-Horſes too for the Servants. — 
D'ye hear ? 

Humph. Yes, Sir. 

Sir Thom. Let em be ready, and in the way, 
For I ſhall not ſtay a Minute for any one of *em.— 
But hold, Humphrey— Tell my Wife 1 wou'd 

ſpeak with her immediately.— Go then. 

Humph. Methinks, that you might be ſure you 
knew your own Mind rightly, you had better ſee 
my Lady firſt — Or what hath been, may be; 
and we may, mayhap, have every thing to undo 
again. Exit Humphrey. 


Enter Lach Willit. 


Sir Tem. Dear Child, I am glad you are 
come. ] had juſt ſent to deſire to * to you. 


SCENE VL 
Sir Thomas. Lady Willit. 


x; 4 Wi Hit. And what diſagreeable thing have 
you to ſay to me ?— If it is about Buſineſs, let me 
intreat you, dear Sir Thomas, to keep it to your 
ſelf; for I won't be plagu'd and worried every 
Hour of my Life with ſuch impertinent Trifles. 

Sir Thom. -As I am ſettling Accounts with my 


Creditors— 
NT | 6 La. Willi. 
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La. Willit. You know I hate Accounts. What 
being I to do with your Creditors ? Wou'd you 
have me pay em? 280 
Sir Thom, Do you know any thing of theſe 
Bills, Child? 

La. Villit. To- morrow Morning, — a Week 
hence, ſome time or other, when I have no- 
thing elſe to do,— if J don t forget it.— I will 
aſk you for em. 

Sir Thom. I only want to be ſatisfied if any 
thing hath been paid. — Some of the People 
themſelves are below. 

La. Willi, If you like to be entertain'd with 
their Impertinence, ſend for 'em up, — Whether 
they or you dun me, the thing is much the ſame, — 
But after all, what wou'd you have me do? Give 
me your hideous Papers then. Sarah Glib— ne- 
ver was any thing like the Impudence of that 
Woman l She had the Aſſurance t'other Day to 


| aſk me for her Money; a Creature who takes ſuch 


intolerable Liberties, by my Conſent ſhou'd never 
be paid.— Gloſs and Spangle too !— Once a Week 
ever ſince we came to Town have theſe odious 
Names been laid upon my Toilette, — Send the 
Creatures away, I beg you ; People of Faſhion 
ſhould not encourage *em, and (for the Quiet of 
one another) ſhou'd never comply with a Dun.— 
Was it upon this important Affair I was ſent for. 
[ Flings down the Bills. 

Sir Thom. Nay ; ſtay, Child. | 

La. Willit. I hate you when you are in this pro- 
voking wile way. 

Sir Thom. I have ſomething of conſequence & 70 
acquaint you with. e 

La. Willit. I han't time to hear it now. 

Sir Thom. But I muſt ſpeak with you I 

La. Mull. Speak then. | 


73 Sir Them, 
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Sir Them. I have order'd the Coach and Six to 
de at the Door as ſoon as it can be got ready. 
La. Willit. The Coach and Six! | 

Sir Thom. To ſet out for the Country immedi. 
ately. 

La. Willit. Immediately !- 

Sir Thom. The very Moment the Coach 1s 
ready, 

La. Willit. You might have been ſo civil to have 

aſk'd me if I would have the Horſes kept in 
Town.— Now, dear Sir Thomas, wou'd not a hir'd 
Set have ſerv'd your purpoſe full as well? 

Sir Thom. Take nothing with you but what is 
abſolutely neceſſary upon the Road. — Every 
thing elſe, Child, ſhall be ſent after us. 

La. Villit. Am I a neceſſary Part of your Bag- 
gage, that I am to be bundled up with you at an 
Hour's warning? 

Sir Thom. Our Affairs, Child, have made it 
abſolutely neceſſary. 

La. Villit. Well! and do J detain you? 
Sir Thom, You know tis impoſſible for us to 


| ſtay in Town, 


- La. Willit. That a Dun or two can put you ſo 
hideouſly out of Humour! — Don't you almoſt 
every where ſee, that they are the everlaſting Re- 
tinue of a Man of Fortune? 

Sir Thom. You muſt allow me to know my own 
Affairs, Madam. 

La. Yillit, And you muſt allow me to know 
my own Mind— Sir. 

Sir Thom. My Reſolutions, Madam, are taken; 
fo, ſend for your Maid, and order your things, 
for the Coach will be at the Door in leſs than halt 
an Hour. 

La. Willit. In leſs than half an Hour! — My 
Head akes moſt intolerably; and it kills me to 
talk. [Sits down. 

Sir Thom. 
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Sir Thom. The Journey, the Air, the Exerciſe, 


| Child, will do you good. 


La. Villit. To do me good was never a Motive 
for your doing any thing. — I wonder how you 
can have the Aſſurance to give that for a Reaſon.— 
Your Uſage, Sir, of late hath prepared me to bear 
your Abſence for ten or twelve Days ; and you 
can have no Buſineſs that can keep you longer. — 
Therefore ſay no more about it, for I will not 


go. 
Sir Thom. But, dear Child, conſider 
La. HVillit. I won't. 

Sir Thom. Tis impoſſible the Family can ſub- 
ſiſt in Town a Day longer. — Tis in vain to dit- 
pute; the thing muſt be done. 

La. Willit, Muſt! 
Sir Thom, Will you get your ſelf ready then? 

La. Villit. No. 

Sir Thom. Shall I call your Maid to you ? 

La. Villit. No. | 

Sir Thom, Will you think reaſonably ? 

La. Willit. No. [Sobbing and crying. 

Sir Thom. This is not to be born.— Nay ; pr'y- 
thee, Child, don't give way to theſe Paſſions. — 
*T'will be to no purpoſe to act this Part over and 
over again, — Wipe your Eyes, my Dear ; and 
when a thing muſt be done, tho? it is a Huſband's 
Propoſal, do it cheerfully. [Takes her by the Hand. 

La. Willit. For Heaven's ſake, Sir Thomas, let 
me alone. | 

Sir Thom. Anſwer me then.— 

La. Willit. I won't be haul'd and worried. 

Sir Thom. You or I, my Dear, muſt get the. 
better of theſe capricious Humours — | Rings 3 
Enter Humphrey.] Tell Fetch to come to your 
Miſtreſs. 

Humpb. She's not in the Houſe, Sir. 


F 4 Sir Thom, 
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Sir Thom. My Couſin Jenny then. [Exit Hum- 
Phrey ] Speak to me, Child.— Theſe Fits of un- 
reaſonable Obſtinacy are owing to my unreaſonable 
Compliance ; and the low Spirits you ſo often and 
ſo opportunely complain of, are owing to your too 
high Spirits — Leave off the fine Lady, and be a 
reaſonable Woman. 
La. Villit. Inhuman Creature! ah [Screams. 


SCENE VI. 
Sir Thomas. Lady Willit, Friendleſs. 


Sir Thom. A Glaſs of Water and the Hartfhorn 
immediately, Couſin Fen 

Friendl. My Lady is in her uſual Way, I ſee. 

Sir Thom. But I am not in my uſual Way.— 
Leave her to me, Child ; and pack up thoſe 
Things that will be neceſſary upon the Koad.— 
The Key, you fee, 1s in the Travelling-Box. 

Friendl. My Lady will travel in her Sultane, I 
ſuppoſe.— 

Sir Thom, In any thing.— Nay, pr'ythee, Child, 
get the better of your "elf, and order whar you 
wou'd take with you.— What are you doing, 
Couſin Jenny? 

Friend!l, This Cordial- Water Box muſt go, for 
my Lady never travels without it. 

Sir Thom. * Girl, and aſk no Que- 
ſtions. 

Friendl. And her Toilette too 

Sir Thom. Only the things that are neceſſary.— 
Every thing elſe ſhall be ſent after her. 

[The Cover of the Box falls down. 

La. Wii. How can you kill one with theſe in- 


tolerable Noiſes ? | Starts. 
Sir Thom. Recover your Reaſon, my Dear; and 
give her Directions your ſelf. [She riſes. 


La. Willit. 
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La. Willi, How dar'd you touch any thing 
without my Orders?— Lay every thing where 
you found it,— audacious Slut ! 

Sir Thomas. Will you tell her then what you 
wor'd have done? 

La. Wilkt. No. 

Sir Thomas. Pack it up then, Couſin Jenny. 

7 * Willit. How |— hid not you hear what I 
aid ? 


Sir Thomas. — xs you are thenz for | 


nothing ſhall detain me— TI have Affairs with my 
ng below ; ſo agree the matter between your 
elves. | | 


SCENE VIII. 
Lady Willit. Friendleſs. Fibber. 


La. Villit. Are theſe the Proofs of your Grati- 
tude to me, for all the kind Things I have done 
for you? [Enter Fibber. 
 #ib. Lady Frankair and three or four Ladies 
more to wait upon your Ladyſhip. 
La. Willit. Get you gone then, both of you. 


SCENE IX. 


Lady Willit. Lady Frankair. Lady Rampant. 
| Mrs. Buxom. Mrs, Clackit. 


La. Willit. The Brute hath really ruffled me.— 
[At the Looking-glaſs.] I look horridly fluſter'd. — 


To be got the better of by a Huſband !— Shou'd, 


it ever be known, I ſhou'd be deſerted by the Men, 
and laugh'd at by the Women, — Though I feel 
myſelf miſerable, I won't make myſelf ridiculous. 
Lady Frankair, your Servant. 


La. Frankair. 


/ 
| 
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La. Frantair. What is the meaning of this ſud, 
den Reſolution ?— If you go with him, Child; 
you go to eternal Bamiſhment. 

La. Rampant. - Are you really ſaving us, my 
Dear? 

Buxom. 1 thought I had known you. 

Clactit. Are you mad, Child? | 

La. Ramp. What a wretched hideous thing! is a 
Country houſe ! 

Buxom. Tis an everlaſting tie a tte (without 
the chance of one agreeable Interruption) and with 
whom ?— With a Huſband. 

La. Willit. Ah! Lo ebe 

La. Ramp. That is a terrible Circumſtance. 

La. Willit. But he hath real Buſineſs, Lady 
Rampant , and *twas I prevail'd upon him. 

Buxom. A new Opera next Week, and Lady 
Willit not at it | 

Clackit. - Tis incredible! 

La. Ramp. Tis impoſſible ! 

Buxom. Nay, Madam, tis for our Intereſt 4 
you never ſhou'd come to Town ; for we fhall 
have all the fine Men flirting at us again. - 

La. Willit. The Loſs of a new Opera is a Mor- 
tification. — Sir Thomas, indeed, wou'd have per- 
ſuaded me to ſtay, but I know his Affairs muſt 
ſuffer. ä 
La. Ramp. You are grown moſt unaccountably 
_ conſiderate. 

Clackit. But, dear Child, what an odious Jour-, 
my are you taking ? 

Buxom. Why, Sir Thomas's Houſe is a thouſand 
Miles off. 

La. Willit. Tis a dreadful Way, that's certain. 

LSighs. 

Cac kit. Now, I proteſt, I wou'd not marry a 

Man that had a Country-Houſe.— I ſhould be in 

perpetual Apprehenſions, when a Huſband had 
ſuch a hideous mortifying thing in his power. 

Buxom 
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Buxom. You will wiſh. — 

La. Ramp. You will be moap'd. 

Clackit, You will deſpair. 

La. Rapp. Could you bear to be a Country Gen- 
tlewoman, Mrs. Clackit ? 

A 2 Let me dye, if I ſhould not hang my- 
elf. i 

Buxom. How many Pays Journey is it? 

La. Villit. Dear Madam, don't name it. But 
tis my own Choice; and as my Going, ſo my Re- 
turn 5 intirely upon my ſelf. 

La. Ramp. How many Women have been loſt 
to all true Pleaſure, by truſting themſelves with 
their Huſbands a hundred Miles from London ! 

Clackit. Believe me, Child, *tis a moſt terrible 
Undertaking. 

Buxom. *Tis like Hell ; *tis eaſy to get 1 
ther. — But to return, there's the Point. 

Clackit. 1 adviſe you as a Friend, my Dear ; let 
him do his Buſineſs by himſelf, and don't cruſt 
your ſelf with him. 

La. Willit. When I faw his Affairs requir'd i ir, 
it was my Duty to perſuade him, 

La. Ramp. The very Sentiments of a notable | 
Country Houſwite ! 

Clackit. When a Man and Woman. are come to 
take each other's Advice, they have done with 
the World, and the World hath done with 
them. — So, my Dear, I wiſh you a good Jour- 


ney.— [Salutes ber, 
La. Ramp. I am afraid we incommode your La- 
dyſhip. . { Salutes ber. 


Buxom. *Tis a 8 thing to part with 
you, my Dear. — But I ſee you are in a hurry.— 
[ Salutes Ber. 


SCENE 
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„enn 3 ET 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair, Fetch. 


La. Frankair. Really, Child, you carried of | 
your Diſtreſs very handſomely, 


Enter Fetch. 


| La. Willit. How dar'd you to be out of the 
way when I wanted you? 

Fetch. Your Ladyſhip's Affairs call you into the 
Country ; and at preſent 'tis inconvenient to 
me.— 

La: Willit, To you! — Hold your Tongue, 
Impertinence. 

Fetch. I have born this Uſage but too long.— 
Iwas your Servant, Madam. 

La. Villit. Have done, I ſay. 

Fetch. Your Ladyſhip may ſpare your Anger 
for her that ſhall ſucceed me.— All I aſk, Ma- 


dam, is my Diſcharge. 
La. Willit. There's no A it.— Don't talk 


to me. 

Fetch. Your Ladyſhip may treat your Servants 
as you pleaſe ; but as my Circumſtances are chang'd, 
your Ladyſhip, methinks, might give me berter 

nguage. 

La. Willit. You will talk then !— Sir Thomas 
below, Huſſy, will pay you your Wages.— Get 
you gone. 

Fetch. Nay, Madam, for that matter, unleſs 
your Ladyſhip can behave your ſelf more civilly— 
I ſhall cut ſhort the Converſation. — Madam, your 


Servant. 


SCENE 
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| SCENE XI. 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair, Sprightly in her 
| Travelling Habit. 


Sprightly. Is not your Ladyſhip ready yet ? 

La. WVillit. Dear Child, what do you mean ?— 
You have never given Lord Courtlove a poſitive 
Anſwer.— You may trifle with a Lover. too long. 
I know you intend to have him. Such an Of- 
fer You have too good Senſe to refuſe it. 
La. Frantair. This is the only Point, Child, 
that can reſpite your Sentence. [To Lady Willit. 

They ſeem in earneſt Converſation with Sprightly.] 


SCENE XII. 


Lady Willit. Lady Frankair. 2 Sir 
Thomas. Friendleſs, 4 


Friendleſs. The Letter that gave you ſo much 
Diſquiet, Fetch own'd to me was writ to her by 
Pert. As I have the Happineſs of your Family at 
heart, I thought it my Duty to let you know it. 
—*Tis upon bis Account ſhe hath quitted your 
Service. The Step ſhe hath taken I own ſurprizes 
me; but there is no ſo ſure a Trap for a Woman 
as a Coxcomb.— A Chambermaid is often the Pur- 
ſuit, when the Lady loſes her Reputation. 

Sir Thom. How happy have you made me by 
this Diſcovery ! [To Friendleſs.] — I expect the 
Coach at the Door, Child, every moment. 

| [To Lady Willit.] 

La. Villit. And will you haul this Girl out of 
Town from ſo beneficial an Offer ? How can you 
ever anſwer it to her or yourſelf ? Can a Day or two 
longer be of ſuch conſequence ? 

| Sprightly. 
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 Sprighily. Put me out of the Caſe, I beg you, 
my dear Aunt. I long for the Country; I dream 
of the Country. — Wou'd I were there this Inſtant. 
La. Villit. How can you be ſo malicious? 

Sprigbiy. The Thing muſt ſoon diſcover itſelf ; 
ſo J had as good own it.— My Couſin Harry, juſt 
before he went to Oxſerd— tis now above four 
Months ein i ue | 
La. Villit. What of him, Chiles 
. Sprightly. Married me; that's all. There are Rea- 
ſons too that would have hindered me from keep- 
ing the Secret long; ſo, my ſweet, kind Aunt, 
you ſee there is a juſt Impediment to this moſt ho- 
nourable Match of your Propoſal.— You may be 
ſurprized, you may be angry; I like him, I love 
him, and ſure no Woman alive was ever half ſo 
happy! — My Friend here was Witneſs to my 
HFappineſs.— Say what you will, you ſhall not put 
me out of humour, for the Man is my own, and 
ſo is my Fortune. n 

La. Willit. But after all, Niece, your Encourage- 
ment of Lord Courtlove is not to be vindicated. 

Sprightly.\, Your Encouragement, you mean.— 
The dear Creature is now in the Country ready to 
receive me. Wou'd I cou'd fly to him !— Now, if 
he is not as impatient as I am, I cou'd never for- 
give him.— But he is, he muſt be, and I beheve 
him ſo, 


88 CEN E XIII. 
Lady Willit. Lady Frankair. Sprightly. Sir 
Thomas. Friendleſs. Lord Courtlove. Barter. 


Lord Courtlove. Her Perſon, her Behaviour, 
her Virtue, hath won me. — I ſhall not be embar- 
raſs'd with Settlements, nor ſhall I be run out with 
Extravagance. I commit myſelf and Fortune, Sir, 
—— ] HR * 
5 . art, 
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Bart. As ſhe hath a good Underſtanding ſhe 
ren have Gratitude. Lord Courtlove, Miſs Friend- 
4ſt, offers himſelf to you for a Huſband. 

La. Frantair. Dear Brother, don't make your- 
{elf ridiculous. [Barter talks to Friendleſs. 
: La. Willit. Tis impoſſible he can be in earneſt. 
Lord Courtlove. Your whole Conduct hath 
charm'd me. | | 

Friendleſs. So generous an Offer ! and in my 
Circumſtance |! | 

Bart. Is not to be refus'd.— I know he eſteems 
you ; and your Happineſs now depends upon your 


own Behaviour. 
 Friendleſs. | | have a dread of Greatneſs, and ne- 


ver indulg'd a Thought of Ambition. Yet, con- 
ſidering I am taken off from my preſent Depen- 
dance, though I am thrown into an Affluence of 
Fortune, I muſt be leſs unhappy. 
La. Willit. How unaccountably are Women diſ. 
sd of! — How inſenſible is that Creature of her 
Happineſs — Now, dear Sir Thomas, we mult ſtay 
to ſee Couſin Jenmy married. | 
Sir Thow, I beg you, Child, preſs me no fur- 
ther.— [To Lady Willit.] The Neceſſity will excuſe 
the Trouble I give you.— I muſt leave this and 
every other thing to you. {To Barter. ] 
La. Frankair. Your Ladyſhip hath forgot the 
ſeventy-five Pounds: I ſhou'd not have aſł d you 
for it, if I had not a troubleſome Play Debt of my 
own upon my Hands. 
La. Willi.. From you too, Lady Frantair ! 
This is a Dun that is inſupportable.— I hope your 


Lordſhip will infiſt upon his ſtaying, 
Sir Thom. *Tis in vain, Child.— There— read 


that Letter from Survey,— Now aſk me to ſtay in 


Town an Hour longer. 
Bart. To Night, Miſs Friendleſs, you are to be 


my Charge; To-morrow ! ſhall reſign it to your 
En + TEN SpregÞtiy. 
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88 The DISTRESS'D:-WIFE. 
Sprightly. I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy.— In chuſing 
her, you have made me and yourſelf happy. ' 
[Enter Humphrey.] 
Humphrey. The Coach is ready, Sir. 
Sir Thom, There; take that Box with you. 
[ Exit — 1] 
Sprigbily. My dear Jenny, Happineſs attend you. 
[Salutes her.] 
Sir Thom. I ſhall be impatient till I hear from 
you.— [ToBarter.] You will excuſe Ceremony, my 
Lord.— Come, my Dear. 
La. Frankair. Now, dear Child, Jet me beg you 
not to forget me. You know what I mean. 
; [Salutes her.] 
[ Ex. Sir Thomas, Lady Willit, and Sprightly. 
Bart. How happy might that Woman have been 
if ſhe wou' d have acted in her own Sphere! — Her 
Affectation was not ſatisfied with her own Follies, 
but ſhe muſt pick up thoſe of every one of her Ac- 


quaintance,— And how happy might that Man 
have been, if he cou'd have been contented with 


the. Independance of his own hereditary Eſtate |— 
The Man hath recover'd his Reaſon ; and the Wo- 
man, when ſhe hath no more falhionable Fools to 
keep her in countenance, muſt return to herſelf. — 


Vanity and Affectation wou'd be now thrown 


away; for unleſs People can be conſpicuouſly ſo, 
they never think it worth while to be nn 


Thoſe, who the Gifts of Fortune truly rate, 
Find and ſecure the independant State. ; 

How much we hazard by ſuperfluous Coſt ! 

In ev' ry Debt ſome Liberty is loft. 

He then, whoſe Fortune and Expence agree, 

1s wiſe and great; for he alone is free. 


. 


